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PREFACE 


HOSE   who   know    LIVIXG    HY^INS   will 
welcome  LIVIXG  HYMXS  Xo.:2. 

If  tlie  object  in  publishing-  it  were 
only  pecuniary  profit  it  would  have 
been  issued  long-  ago,  because  of  the 
popularity  and  larg-e  sale  of  the  first 
book. 

But  LIVIXG  HY]MXS  is  too  good  a  book  to  hastily 
supplant.  It  will  not  wear  out,  and  its  use  will  still  go  on, 
with  the  new  Xo.  2  LIVING  HYMXS  as  a  valuable  supple- 
ment. 

This  new  book,  complete  in  itself,  contains,  with 
some  of  the  dear  old  hymns,  the  last  thoughts  and  tunes 
that  were  in  the  brain  and  heart  of  John  R.  Sweney, 
that  master  singer  of  his  time. 

As  the  latest  days  of  his  beautiful  and  blessed  life 
were  spent  in  the  preparation  of  LIVIXG  HYMXS  Xo.  2, 
it  is  the  child  of  his  heart,  born  when  he  was  not  far 
from  the  City  of  Endless  Song. 

While  thinking  and  praying  and  whispering  these 
songs  the  good  man  was  lifted  up  nearer  and  nearer  to 
God.    So  may  this  memorial-book  be  uplifting  to  all  who 


use  it. 


Mrs.  JOHX  R.  SWEXEY,  Executrix, 

JOHX  WAXAMAKER, 

John  R.  Swenev's  Intimate  Friend. 
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1.  Wait  on  the  Lord,  wait  patient-  ly,  And  thou  shalt  in  him  be    blest; 

2.  Wait  on  the  Lord,  wait  cheerfully,   And  he  will  thy  youth  re  -  new; 

3.  Wait  on  the  Lord,  wait  loving -ly,    Confide  in  his  care   thy    all; 

4.  Wait  on  the  Lord,  wait  joyful  -  ly,  For  then  shall  thy  heart  be  strong; 
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Aft-  er  the  storm,  a     ho  -  ly  calm,  And  aft  -  er  thy     la  -  bor,   rest. 
Wait  on  the  Lord    o  -  bedient  -  ly,  Whatev-  er    he   bids  thee    do. 
Those  that  a-  bide    in    perfect  peace   No  danger  can    e'er    be  -  fall. 
Lo!  by  his  hand  he    leadeth  thee,  And  thou  shalt  be  fill'd  with  song. 


tr. 


?=^^ 


D.S. — O- ver  thy  soul    a  watch  he  keeps,  Wherever  thy  path  may   be. 
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Wait  on  the  Lord,  for  whom  hast  thou  On  earth  or  in  heaven  but  he?  .  .  . 

but   he? 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Come,  ye  who  from  yonr  hearts  believe  That    Je  -  sus  answers   pray'r, 

2.  If  in  the  "fountain  fiird  with  blood"  Our   sins  are  wash 'd  a  -  way, 

3.  From   ev-  'ry  precious,  gold-  en  hour    "We  spend  in   fer-  vent  pray'r, 
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Come  bold- ly    to       a  throne  of  grace  And  claim  his  promise     there, — 
Come  bold- ly    to       a  throne  of  grace,  Re  -  joic- ing  that   we      may 
We  gather  strength  from  day    to  day     For   each    re-  turning      care; 
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That,  if  his  love  in  us  a-  bide  And  we  in  him  are  one.  * 
Come  bold- ly  to  a  throne  of  grace.  And  bless  the  Lord  our  King —  ^ 
And,  while  with  true,  be- lieving  hearts  We    bow   be  -  fore    his  throne,       H" 


-#-    -^- 


I  I 


g^ 


t=t 


l 


.•8.- 


Fine. 


'^m^m^^^^^m 


I 

What  -  ev  -  er  in  his  name  we  ask  It  sure  -  ly  will  be  done. 
Who  fills  our  grateful  hearts  with  praise.  And  tunes  our  tongues  to  sing. 
There's  not    aprom-ise      he  has  made    But    we   may  call    our     own. 
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D.8. — he  has  said ''the  pray'r  of  faith    Was    nev  -  er    yet     un  -  heard. 
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Come  loving  -  ly    and  trusting  -  ly,   Take  Je-  sus  at    his  word,   For 


33fi  dStntt  Mlont. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


2  Thess.  ii  :  i6. 


SOLO  OR  DUET. 


J.  Howard  Ehtwisls. 
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1.  A  message  sweet  is  borne  to  me     Ou  wings  of  joy     divine;       A  wondrous 

2.  I  hear  the  mes-  sage  that  I  love  When  morning  dawns  anew,     I   read  it 

3.  Oh,  wondrous  grace  for  all  mankiud,That  spreads  from  sea  to  seal  It  heals  the 
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message,glad  and  tree,  That  thrills  this  heart  of  mine;  I'm  sav'd  by  grace,  by  grace  a- 

in     the  sun  above  That  shines  across  the  blue;    I  hear  it  in    the  twilight 

sick  and  leads  the  blind,  And  sets  the  pris'ner  free;  The  soul  that  seeks  it  cannot 


lone, Thro'  Christ,  whose  love  I  claim,  Xo  other  could  for  sin  atone,    Ho-  sanna 
still.  And  at  the  sunset  hour -I'm  sav'd  by  grace!  what  words  can  thrill  With  such  a 
fail    To  see  the  Saviour's  face,  And  Satan's  pow'r  cannot  prevail  If  we  are 

•^  -'9-  .0.       .0.    ,  .0.     ^      .0.0  #■  .#.         ^     .        _       ^     ^ 


-«JP-^ 


errr-^r  r '-f 


0-0-0-0- 


m 


t=t: 


^  -0--0-     -0- 


CHORUS. 


m^ 


■+^-N 


.^_N_^^-K4 


to    his  name!    O  glorious  song    that  all  day  long  With  tuneful  note  is 
mag- ic pow'r? 
sav'd    bv  grace.  glonoussong  all  day  long 
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ringing,  I'm  sav'd  by  orace,amazing  grace,   And  that  is  why  I'm  singingi 

I'm  sav'd  by  grace,        a  -  mazinggrace. 
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D.  (7.-1.  "  Loy-  al  -  ty    un  -  to  Christ"  the   trumpet  now    is  soundiug,  And    the 

2.  Loy-  al  -  ty,  faith  and  works,  in    ho  -  ly   con  -  se-  era-  tiou,  Shall  the 

3.  "  Loy-  al  -  ty    un  -  to  Christ !  "  O  what   a  might  -  y  povv  -  er,   Were  the 
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ech  -  oes  an-  swer  from  the  fields  of     sin ;      Nations  are     'a  -  waking, 
scattered  na-  tions  un  -  to    him    re-  store ;  Then  the  world  shall  own  him, 
hosts    of  God     u  -  nit  -  ed     in     his  name !  Then  would  angels  greet  us, 
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Idol  thrones  are  shaking,  For  the  great  millen-  nium      is     coming     in. 
And  with  joy  enthrone  him.  Kingof  kings  and  Lord  of  lords  forev-  enuore. 
Christ  himself  would  meet  us,  And  baptize  us  with  the  Pente  -  cost-  al  flame. 
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Like a  might- y      ar  -  my,        The  heralds  of    the  cross  are 

See the  darkness   lift-ing!        The  gos- pel  light  of  truth  is 

Then would  come  the  triumph, And  Christ  be  known  and  lov'd, his 


speeding      o  -    ver  laud   and      sea.  Bear 

spreading    to      the    per  -  feet     day !  Clouds  . 

praise  be  sung  from  shore  to    shore;  Earth    . 
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are  backward 

would  then,  in 
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darkness.      The  light  that  leadeth  to     sal- vation,  full  and     free. 

drifting!  Renew   en  -  deavor!  for  the  King  prepare  the   way! 

glo  -   ry,         Become  the  kingdom  of  the  Lord  forev  -  er  -  more. 
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ev  -  'ry      human  tongue, 

Shall 
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^^•  I.     *       •      •       f      * 

0   '      m       0   •      m       0 

y^fe'^-^-^;— ^ — ^^— 1 — — ' — 

-    P  i— «      *  •     5      P               ^          : 

1  ^  7— » ^— • — •    ^  f 

• 

~     \J-       ^       ^-        >i f-             -^^^ 

b    :^  ^    ^ 

1 

fc;: 


;gE3: 


:!?; 


r^ — ^- 
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"  Loy  -  al   -   ty      un    -    to     Christ,  our   Lord     and      King." 
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1.  Je  -  sus  of  Nazareth  passed  my  way,  My  heart  is  filled  with  siuging, 

2.  Je  -  sus  of  Nazareth  passed  my  way,  He  gave  me  sight  for  blindness, 
sus  of  Nazareth  passed  my  way,  Oh,  precious  is    the    sto  -  ry  ! 
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M3'  darkness  he  has  turned  to  day,  New  life  and  gladness  bringing ; 
Tormenting  doubts  he  did  al-  lay  With  words  of  heav'nly  kindness ; 
I'll  sing    it  thro'  life's  lit  -  tie  day,   And  chant  it     up    in     glo  -  ry ; 
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My  garments,  soiled  and  stained  with  sin,     I     cast     a  -  side,  un  -  heeding, 
With-  in  my  heart  he  woke    a  song,    He  taught  my  lips  to  praise  him, 
The  Great  Physician  made  me  whole,  Redeemed  my  life  from  sadness, 
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He  clad   me  in     his  raiment  clean,  In    an  -  swer  to 
Although  temptations  'round  me  throng  My  grateful  heart 
And  while  e  -  ternal  years  shall  roll    I'll  sing  this  song 
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of    gladness. 
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Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  areth  passed  my  way.  Redeemed  me  by    his    pow'r ; 
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Oh,  hear  the  cry,  "he    passeth   by,"     Give  him  thy  heart  this  hour. 
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James  Montgomery.  Psalm  xxiii.  Arr.  from  Koschat. 

Note.  The  melody  \z  in  the  tenor  part. 


:5zx 


^^ 


^-^r^ 


1.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know ;  I  feed  in  green  pastures, 

2.  Thro'  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  tho'  I  stray,  Since  thou  art  my  guardian, 
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safe  fold-  ed    I 
no    ev  -  il    I 


rest ;  He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters  flow, 
fear :  Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  thy  stafif  be  my  stay ; 
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Kestores  me  when  wand'ring,  redeems  w  hen  oppressed,  Restores  me  when 
No  harm  can  be  -  fiill,  with     ni}^    Comfort -er  near,     No  harm  can  l>e- 
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In  the  midst  of  afiliction  my  table  Is  spread ; 
ith  blessings  unmeasured  ray  cup  runneth  o'er; 
^  ^  ^  ith  perfume  and  oil  thou  anointest  my  head; 

wand'ring,  redeems  when  op-      q  what  shall  I  ask  of  thy  providence  more? 

pressed, 
tall  witlwny  Comforter  near.     4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountiful  God, 
-•-  £-     1^  !^  Still  follow  my  steps  till  I  meet  thee  above ; 

j^-^^i^^-ff  , "f" ^  ^ ,  <yT~  ^  ^^^^ — ^^^  *^^  P'^*^^  which  rny  forefathers  trod, 
-iZZ-^  Through  the  land  of  their  sojourn — thy  kingdouj 
ili-  of  love. 
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1.  I'm  pressing  on  the  upward  way,  New  heights  I'm  gaining  ev'ry  daj^ 

2.  My  heart  has  no  de-  sire  to  stay  Where  doubts  arise  and  fears  dismay; 

3.  I  want  to  live  above  the  world,  Tho'  Satan's  darts  at  me  are  hurl'd; 

4.  I  want  to  scale  the  utmost  height.  And  catch  a  gleam  of  glo-  ry  bright; 
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Still  praying    as    I  onward  bound, "  Lord,plant  my  feet  on  higher  ground." 
Tho'  some  may  dwell  where  these  abound,My  pray'r,my  aim  is  higher  ground. 
For  faith  has  caught  the  joyful  sound.  The  song  of  saints  on  higher  ground. 
But  still  I'll  pray  till  heav'n  I've  found, ''  Lord,  lead  me  on  to  higher  ground.'* 
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Lord,  lift  me  up    and  let  me  stand,  By  faith,  on  heaven's  ta  -  ble-land; 
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A    higher  plane  than  I  have  found.  Lord,  plant  my  feet  on  higher  ground. 
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Send  out  the  sunlight,  the  sunlight  of  cheer,  Shine  on  earth's  sadness  till  it  disnp- 
Send  out  the  sunlight  in  letter  and  word;  Speak  itand  think  ittill  hearts  an  ;'ll 
Send  out  the  sunlight  each  hour  and  day.Crown  all  the  years  with  its  luniinoiis 
Send  out  the  sunlight  that  speaks  in  a  smile.   Often  it  shortens  the  long,  weary 


-*— ^— ^ 


:t=: 


_^_«- 


t^ 


t:=Etzz±Z--it=i^=:i:=t=fc=:t=:=i£ 


iM'i  II'       !l^!J''^' 


pear — Souls  are  in  waiting  this  message  to  hear,  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love, 
stirred — Hearts  that  are  hungry  for  prayers  still  unheard, 

Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 

ray,Nourish  the  seeds  that  are  sown  on  the  way.  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 

mile.  Often  the  burdens  seem  light  for  awhile.  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 
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Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love 

the  sunlight  of  love,  the  sunlight  of  love, 
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Send  out  the  sunlight,  Send  out  the  sunlight,Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 

_  the  sunlight  of  love 
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5  Send  out  the  sunlight, as  free  as  theair! 
Blessings  will  follow  with  none  to  com- 
pare, [spair! 
Blessings  of  peace,  that  will  rise  from  de- 
Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 


6  Sendoutthesunlight.youhaveitinyoul 

Clouds  may  obscure  it  just  now   from 

your  view;  [come  true, 

Pray  for  its  presence!  yonr  prayer  will 

Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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[may: 

1.  Doyour  best  while  life's  pilgrim  way  you  tread,  Scatt'ringsunsliiue  while  you 

2.  Ev'ry  day  poor  and  needy  you  will  fiud,  Fill'd  with  sorrow  and  dismay  ; 

3.  Tell  the  world  that  the  Saviour  died  for  all,  Bid  them  ever  watch  and  pray ; 

4.  Be  a  brave,  earnest  soldier  in  the  strife,  Then  when  conies  the  close  of  day, 
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Bea^rin  mind,while  the  precious  seed  you  spread,  On-  ly  once  you  pass  this  way. 

Do  your  best  some  poor,  broken  hearts  to  bind.  On-  ly  ouce  you  pass  this  way. 

Lift  your  voice,  shout  aloud  the  gospel  call.  On-  ly  once  you  pass  this  way. 

May  the  world  be  the  better  for  vour  life,  On-  ly  once  you  pass  this  way. 
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CHORUS. 


Only  once    yon  pass  this  way,     Only  once  .  .  you  pass  this  way; 


On-  ly  once  you  pass  this  way. 


only  once  ||:you  pass  this  way;  :|| 
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Be  a  blessing  .  .  .    while  you  may,  Only  once  you  pass  this  way 

Be  a  blessing,  be  a  blessing  while  you  may, 
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1.  Would  you  know  earth's  highest  happiness?  Would  you  know  its  greatest 

2.  Pleasant  smiles  will  cheer  a     drooping  heart,     Kindly  words  relieve    a 

3.  Many  hearts  are  crushed  with  bit  -  ter   woe,     Many  hearts  with  grief  are 


blessedness?  Would  you  know  its  truest  joyfulness?  Make  some  other 

bitter  smart,  Helping  hands  to  weakness  strength  impart,  Make  some  other 

bending  low,  5lany  hearts  need  help  j^ou  can  bestow,  Make  some  other 
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heart  re- joice.      Give  a  pleasant  smile.  Speak  a  kindly  word, 

Give  a  pleasant  smile,  Speak  a  kind-  ly  word. 
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Lend  a  hand  to  help         a  broth 

Lend  a  hand    to   help     a     broth 
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Give  a  pleasant  smile, 

Give  a  pleasant  smile, 
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Speak  a  kindly  word.  Lend  a  hand  to  help        an     -      oth  -  er 

Speak  a  kind  -  ly  word.  Lend  a  hand     to  help      an  -  oth  -    er, 
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1.  Come.  Ho- ly  Ghost,  and  touch  my  tongue   As    with     a     liv  -  ing    flame 

2.  Come,  Ho- ly  Ghost,  with   sa-cred    fire    Bap- tize  this  heart  of    mine; 

3.  I    want      a   self-  re  -  nouncing  will,  That  owns  his  sweet  con-  trol, 

4.  Come,  Ho-  ly  Ghost,  the  blood  ap  -  ply     As    thou  hast  ne'er  be  -  fore. 
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I     want    the  sane- ti  -   fy  -  ing   grace   My   Sav- iour  bids  me  claim. 

Break  ev  -    ry   earthly       i  -   dol  down,  And   all      its  dross   re  -  fine. 

And  chro'  my   life     I     want  his    love      A    ceaseless  flood    to     roll. 

That     I     may  shout  my  Saviour's  praise  Henceforth  and  ev  -  er  -  more. 
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Waiting.    I    am   waiting    For  the  promise  of  the  pente  -  costal  show'r ; 
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Waiting,     I    am    waiting   For  the  promise  of  thy  wondrous,  mighty  pow'r. 
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1.  I   trust  thee,  blessed  Saviour, 

2.  I   trust  thee,  blessed  Saviour, 

3.  I   trust  thee,  blessed  Saviour, 
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I  trust  my  joys  to  thee;     I  take  the 
I   trust  my  griefs  to  thee;  The  love  that 
I  trust  my  life  to  thee;   Use  it    in 
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cupof  blessino;  Which  thou  dost  ^ivesofree;  Fair  blossoms  will  be  sweeter,Bright 

died  to  win  me  Will  guide  and  comfort  me;  How  countless  are  the  dan^jers  A- 

thy  good  service,  From  earthly  bondage  free;  O  make  my  days  the  channel  Of 
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sunbeams  brighter  stil  1,  When  peace,  a  flowing  river,  My  happy  heart  shall  fill, 
verted  by  thine  arm!  The  ills,  by  thee  permitted.  Shall  do  thy  child  no  harm, 
thy  exceeding  love,  To  bring  to  those  around  me   Kefreshing  from  above. 
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Blessed  Sav  -  iour,  life  and   fa  -  vor    A-  lone  can  come  from  thee;  I   am 
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trusting  thee,  ev  -  er  trusting  thee.  Blessed  Sa\'iour,  keep  thou  me. 
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1.  Not  with  di  -  vid-  ed  heart  Come  I,     O  Lord,  to  thee 

2.  To    thee  for  help   I  cried,  When  I    was  hjst    m   sin; 

3.  Bought  at  tremendous  cost     Bv  the  dear  Saviour's  blood.  Saved  to  the 


But  thine  in 
Je  -  sus  hath 


ev  -  'ry  part  For-ev-  er  -  more 
sat  -  is-  fied,  Now  I  have  peace 
ut  -  termost,  Under  the    crim 


to  be. 
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son      flood 


Chri.st  shall  have 
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all Christ  shall  have  all  my  heart.   For  less     than 

Christ  shall  have  all,                                               have    all         ' 
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this    I   could  not    bring;      My   gift    so    small for  th}- great 
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4  Dead  to  the  world  and  sin. 

Upward  my  feet  shall  press; 
Alive  to  Christ  my  Lord, 
And  to  his  righteousness^ 


5  Yet  more  of  love  bestow, 
More  of  thy  grace  impart, 
And  cause  to  overflow, 
With  gratitude,  my  heart. 
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Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 

Moderato. 


Grant  Colfax  Tullar. 
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1.  Face  to  foce  with  Christ  my  Saviour,     Face  to  face — what  will  it  be? 

2.  Oq  -  ly   iiiiiitly  now  I      see     him,    With  the  darkliny;  veil  between, 

3.  What  re-joicing   in    his    presence,  When  are  banished  y[rief  and  pain  ; 

4.  Face   to  face — oh,  blissful  moment!     Face    to  face— to  see  and  know  ; 
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When  with  rapture     I      be- hold   him,    Jq-sus  Christ  who  died  for  me. 

But       a   bless-  ed  day    is    com  -  ing,  When  his  glo-  ry   shall    be  seen. 
When  the  crooked  ways  are  straightened,  And  the  dark  things  shall  be  plain. 

Face     to   face  with  my  Re-  deem  -  er,     Je-  sus  Christ  who  loves  me  so. 
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Face     to  face  shall  I    be  -  hold   him,    Far     beyond  the  starry     sky  ; 
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Face     to    face    in    all    bis    glo-  ry,       I  shall  see  him   by     and  by! 
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1.  Go  forth  at  Christ's  command,  Go  forth  to  ev'ry  land,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 

2.  Bebrave  to  help  them  win  Who  strive  to  conquer  sin,Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 

3.  Seel  Satan's  banners  wave,  Oh,  haste  the  lost  to  save  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 

4.  Ochildrenof  the  free  I  Let  this  your  watchword  be:  "Thro'  loy-  al-  ty  to 
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Christ,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty 
Christ,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty 
Christ,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty 
Christ,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty 


to  Christ;  Let  strong  your  efforts  be  To  gain  the 
to  Christ;  Point  out  the  path  of  light.  Be  strong  to 
to  Christ;  Beat  back  the  hosts  of  sin,  Press  on  the 
to  Christ;"  Let  hills  and  valleys  ring,While  men  and 
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vie-  to  - 
do  the  rig 
fight  to  w 

angels  si 

ry.  Thro' 
ht,  Thro' 
in.  Thro' 
ug,  Thro' 

loy-  al-  ty,  yes, 
loy-  al-  ty,  yes, 
loy-  al-  ty,  yes, 
loy-  al-  ty,  yes, 
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loy-  al-  ty.  Thro' 
loy-  al-  ty,  Thro' 
loy-  al-  ty.  Thro' 
loy-  al-  ty.  Thro' 

loy-  al-  ty   to  C 
loy-  al-  ty   to  C 
loy-  al-  ty   to  C 
loy-  al-  ty   to  C 
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hrist. 
irist. 
hrist. 
brist. 
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victor's  song,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty,  yes,  loy-  al-  ty,  Thro'  loy-  al-  ty   to  Christ. 
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Onward,onward,army  of  theLordI  There'snaughttofearwhiletrustinginhiswor  I; 
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I'll  trust  in  God — he  knows  the  besti  And  I  will  follow  where  he  leads, 
I'll  trust  in  God,  whose  child  I  am,  And  gladly  yield  to  his  control; 
I'll  trust  in  God,   nor  question  why  My  cup  of  sorrows  should  o'erflow; 
I'll  trust  in  God  when  on  the  brink  Of  Jordan's  rhilling  flood  I  stand; 


For  well  I  know  his  love  affords       A    rich  supply  for  all    my  needs. 
He  gives  me  grace  for  ev-  'ry  day,   And  ful  -  ly  sat  -  is-  fies   my    soul. 
Content   to    feel    his  guiding  hand    Is   leading  wheresoe'er    I       go. 
For  perfect  faith  and  trust  discerns    Beyond  its  tide  the  bet-ter    land. 
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Yes,  I  will  trust  my  God,  my  King,  And  all  the   day       his  praises  sing; 

I  will  trust  my       God, my  King,  And    ev'ry   day  his       praises  sing; 
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His  will  my  only  pray'r  shall  he,   Content  to  know  he  leadeth    me.  .  .  . 

Heleadeth,leadeth  me 


His  will  my  on  -  ly   pray'rshall  be, 
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Mrs.  Helen  Dungan 
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1.  The  light    of    the  soul     is        Je  -  sus!    Tlio' dark  be   my  pathway, 

2.  The  light    of    the  soul     is        Je  -  sus!    Tho'  doubts  like  a  cloud  my 

3.  The  light    of    the  soul     is        Je  -  sus!    Tho'  friends  may  forsake  and 
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drear  -  y     and  lone,  One  light    in  the  dark- ness  ev  -  er   has  shone, 

vis  -  ion   ob- scure,     I  trust    in  my  Sav-iour,  ev  -  er      se- cure, 

bur  -  dens  op-  press,   To  Je  -  sus  I    flee,      for  still   he   will  bless. 
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CHORUS. 


For  the  light  of  the  soul    is     Je  -  susi      The  light 

The  light    of      the  soul. 


of    the 
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soul, 

light  of  the  soul. 
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The  light  of  the  soul  is    Je  -  sus!  Tho'  dark  be   the 

The'  dark  be   the  day, 
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day,  It  brightens  the  way  to  heav-  en  above,  The  light 

dark  be  the  day.  The  light  of  the  soul, 
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of  the  soul,  The  light  of  the  soul  is     Je  -  sus!    It  shines 

light  of  the  soul,  N  It  shines  on  the  path, 
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shines  on     the   path 
# #-! — # — #— 


That  leads    to    the  home    of     love. 
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of      love. 
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L.  E.  Jones. 


I  1.  My  sins  are  tak  -  en   all    away,  Because   Je-  sus  loved  me;  My  feet  are 

I  2.  His  hlood  was  shed  on  Calvary,  Because   Je-  sus  loved  me;     I    have  a 

I  3.  A  child  of  heaven's  King  am  I,    Because   Je-  sus  loved  me;   An  heir  to 
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on   the  glory  way,  Because  he  loved  me  so.      Because  Jesus  loved  me,  Be- 
blessed   lib  -  erty,   Because  he  loved  me  so. 
mansions  in  the  sky.  Because  he  loved  me  so. 
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cause  Jesus  lov'd  me;  The  thorns  he  wore,  the  cross  he  bore,  Because  he  lov'd  me  s 
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Adam  Geibel. 
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1.  Many   in   darkness  are  far   astray,  Carry  the  light,  carry  the  light, 

2.  Let  us  u  -  nite  in  this  blest  employ.  Carry  the  light,  carry  the  light; 

3.  Living  for  Jesus,  we'll  work  and  pray,  Carry  the  light,  carry  the  light; 

4.  Clearer  and  clearer  the  dayspring  glows,  Carry  the  light,  carry  the  light; 
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Spreading  the  beams  of  the  gospel  day,  Car-  ry  the  beauti  -  ful  light; 

Tell  the  good  news  of  salvation's  joy,  Car-  ry  the  beauti-  ful  light. 

Walking  with  him  in  the  shining  way,  Car-  ry  the  beauti  -  ful  light; 

Brighter  and  brighter  the  morning  grows,  Car- ry  the  beauti- ful  light. 
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Tell  them  the  gift  of  the  Father's  love,  How  the  dear  Saviour  he  gave; 
Singing  of  Jesus,  our  songs  are  bright.  Bright  with  the  blessing  he  brings; 

O,  there's  a  glory  that  fills  the  heart,    Sunshine  of   pardon  and   peace; 

Jesus  is  coming  in  wondrous  might,      Coming  in  splendor  to     reign; 
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Tell  them  of  mercy  that  smiles  above,       Je-  sus,  almight-  y    to     save ! 
Helping  to  scatter  the  shades  of  night.     Sing  of  the  Lord's  healing  wings. 
Let   us  the  se-  cret    to  all  impart,      Helping  the  kingdom's  increase. 
Sorrow  and  sighing  shall  take  their  flight,    E-  den  shall  blossom  a  -   gain. 
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Light!  light!  beautiful  light!  Streaming  from  heaven's  fair  height;  Living  for 
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Je-  sus,  our  pre-  cious  Saviour,    Car-  ry    the    beauti  -  ful     light. 
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Come,fv'ry  soul  by  siu  oppress'd,There'smercy  with  the  Lord,  And  he  will  surely 
For  Jesns  shed  his  precious  blood  Rich  blessings  to  bestow;  Plunge  now  into  the 
Yes,  Jesus  is  the  Truth, the  WaN',  That  leads  you  into  rest;  Believe  in  him  with- 
Come  then,  and  join  this  holy  band,  And  on  to  glo-  ry  go,   To  dwell  in  that  ce- 
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give  yon  rest.  By  trusting  in  his  word.        On-  ly  trust  him,  on-  ly  trust  him, 
crimson  flood  That  washes  white  as  snow. 

out  de-  lay.  And  you  are  ful-  ly  blest, 
lestial  land.  Where  jovs  immortal  flow.  Jj 
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Only  trust  him  now;.  He  will  save  you,  he  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you  now. 
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©ftc  Woitt  ot  tftt  &pitit 


Emma  Pitt. 

Andantino 


H.  W.  Porter. 
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1.  p  The  voice  of  the  Spirit  is  wooiug,  It  comes  when  the  clouds  draw  nejir  ; 
2./ The  voice  of  the  Spirit  is  mighty,  And  breaks  thro' the  chaius  of  sin  ; 
3.  p  The  voice  of  the  Spirit     is     tender,    And  lov  -  ingly  comes  to     woo ; 
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It  breathes  in  the  heart's  soft  sighing,   And  rests  on  the  fall-  ing     tear. 

It  comes  when  life's  storms  are  heavy,  When  fierce  waves  are  rolling  in. 

Then  o- pen  your  heart;  he'll  en  -  ter,    He's  calling   in  love    to     you. 
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The  sweet,  low  voice  of  the  vSpir  -  it    That  ,Te  -  sus  left  for    us       all, 
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Is    leading    us     on      to   love    him.  Oh.  heed  his    gracious  call;  Now 

fi  "ti   fi    ti    fi*  "ii      ^ 

-f r-^-  •-  -H 1 1 h— 1-"*^  ■•  -~0- •' — ,^# 0 » #— r-ff- 

f 1^0 0 0- 


IMI^M      -h     -N  ^    ->»     -N  ^ 

:z^.   ig_^    -A    -^    - 

,s      N    ,s     ^     h. 

—M—-i. — r — m ^ 1— — {*!- 

W-^1  ~f~'i  "T^ 

m   '     m~  m       t       I 

W-  F-j-r^=r^ 

call -ing,    call- ing,      1 
^__ 0 0 Jt ^ 

en  -  der-ly    call- ing; 

ten-der-lv    call- ing     to 

9"^W— h-'^-r— ''-^ 

i — i^^5=^M- 

^ — ^-^— y— t7-->-i 

i ^|2     '^       i;         V     > 

y    ^  .'^  ..^  ■  '> 

•^    u-.l 

Copyright,  1899,  by  £.  S.  Lorent.     Used  b;  per. 


Efft  Woitt  of  tt)t  &pitit 


-CONCLUDED. 


25 


rit. 


PP 


b    ^     >  I  -^1 

suder-  ly  calliug,  Calling  in  love  to    you. 
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you;  Still  calling,  calling,    tender- ly  calliug,  Calling  in  love  to    you. 
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1.  When  I  shall  reach  the  more  excellent  glory.  And  all  my  trials  are  passed, 

2.  We  shall  not  wait  till  the  glorious  dawning  Breaks  on  the  vision  so  fair, 

3.  More  and  more  like  him, repeat  the  blest  story,  Over  and  o-  ver  a  -  gain, 
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I  shall  behold  him,  O  wonderful 

Now  we  may  welcome  the  heavenly 

Changed  by  his  spirit  from  glory  to 
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story!       I  shall  be  like  him  at  last, 
morning,  Now  we  his  image  may  bear, 
glory,        I  shall  be  sut-  isfied    then. 
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I  shall  be  like  him,     I  shall  be  1 
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ike  him.  And  in  his  beauty  shall  shine; 
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I  shall  be  like  him,  wondrously  like  him,  Jesus,  my  Saviour  di-  vine. 
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1.  It  was  so  little,  the  kindness  you  offered,  The  hand-clasp  so  tender,  the 

2.  "It  was  so  little,"  you  say,  and  forgetting — Pass  on,  all  unknowing  how 

3.  Is    it  so  little    a    burden   to  lighten, — To  bring  to  an  aching  heart 
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word, sweet  and  low;  But  all  of  the  world  for  one  soul  was  made  brighter.  How 
Je  -  sus  has  blest  So  richly,  the  words  that  for  him  you  have  spoken,  Or, 
healing  and  balm?  Ah,   is    it    so    lit  -  tie,  a  pathway  to  brighten, — Some 
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much, — on  -  ly    Je  -  sus  the  Mas-  ter  will  know.    "It  was  so    lit-  tie,"  yet 
how  you  have  brought,  to  some  troubled  heart,  rest, 
storm  of   un  -  rest    in     a     sad  soul   to  calm  ? 
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how  can  you  measure  The  joy  that  these  little  deeds  often  may  bring  Into  sad 
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lives,  all  the  gladness,  the  blessing  That  you  may  bestow  in  the  name  of  the  King? 
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1.  Just  as  I  am    I  come  to   thee,    Myself     I    can- not  better  make; 

2.  Just  as  I  am,  yet  this  I   know,  The  blood  will  all-sufficient    be ; 

3.  Just  as  I  am   I  come  to  -  day,    My  hungry  soul  cries  out  for  thee ; 

4.  Just  as  I  am,  my  Life,  my  Love,  My  soul  here  finds  a  perfect  rest ; 
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The  precious  blood  my  on-  ly     plea, "  Oh,  save  me  for  thy  mercy's  sake. 
I   shall   be  whiter  than  the  snow,  Made  fully  whole  in  trusting  thee. 
I     can    no  long-  er  stay   a  -  way,  Thine,  wholly  thine  I  long  to  be. 
While  like  the  weary,  wand'ring  dove,  Safe  fold-  ed  in   thy  love    I   rest. 
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I    am. 


Just  as    I   am  I  come  to  Thee : 


Just  as  I  am, 


I  come  to  thee 
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Oh,  hear  me,  bless  me,  save  me,  Lord,  Just  as     I    am   I  come  to  thee. 
I  I       ^       ^ 


I 


rjrifizit — ^_tt: — t=tcrt=tL_|;_tS2t: 


28    fSittp  ©IT  tfje  Sunno  Sitre  of  fliU, 


Ada  Elbxkhorn. 


^m 


J.  Howard  Ewtwisul 


-#-^ 


-i;        ^r-«^ 


i^ 


^^^:^?p= 


§S 


1.  Theresa  dark   and    a  troubled  side  of  lire;  There's  a  bright  aud  a 

2.  Tho'  the  storm   in   its    fd  -  ry  break  to-day,   Crushing  hopes  that  we 

3.  Let    us  greet  with  a  song  of  hope  each  day,     Tho'  the  moments  be 
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sun-  ny  side,  too;  Tho'  we  meet  with  the  darkness  and  strile,  The 
cherished  so  dear;  Storm  and  cloud  will  in  time  pass  a  -  way.  The 
cloud-  y     or     fair;      Let   ns  trust    in    our  Sav-  iour  al  -   wav.   Who 
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sun-  ny  side  we  also  may  view.     Keep  on  the  sunny  side.  Always  on  the 
sun  again  will  shine  bright  and  clear, 
keepeth  ev-  "ry  one  ia  his  care. 
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sun-  ny  side.  Keep  on  the  sonny  side  of  life;    It  will  help  ns  evW  day. 
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It  will  britihten  all  the  way.  If  we  keep  on  the  sunny  side  of  life. 
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"  I  will  declare  what  he  hath  done  for  my  soul 
Beulah." 

With  expression. 


' — Ps.  Ixvi  :  16. 

J.    HOWAKD    EnTWISLE. 
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1.  Ouce  my  eyes  saw  nothing  comely        In     the  low  -  ly  Xaz  -  ar-  ene, 

2.  Once  my  ears  could  tind  no  mu  -  sic       In    his  ten  -  der,  pleading  voice ; 
r{.  Once  my  robes,  by    sin   pol-  lut-  ed,    Were  as  filth  -  y  rags   unclean ; 
4.  Once    I  roamed  in  des-  erts  dreary,  Sought  in  vain     a  place  of  rest; 


All    his  grace  was  hid- den  from  me     By   the  clouds  of  sin      between; 
Now  he  speaks,  and  each  low  whisper  Makes  my  trembling  heart  rejoice. 
In    the  great  King's  roy- al  presence      I    could  nev- er  thus     be     seen. 
Now  my  soul,  no  long  -  er  wea  -  ry,  Leans  entranced  up-  on     his  breast; 


I     was  blind,  but  now     I      see,— 

His  dear  word  hath  made  me  free,- 

I      am  whit  -  er  now  than  snow, 

Bless-  ed-  ness     beyond     de  -  gree. 


Je  -  sus  paid  the  debt 
Oh,  what  boundless  lib  - 
■Je  -  sus'  blood  has  made 
Je  -  sus     is     a     rest 
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for  me. 
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for      me  I 
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I  was  blind,  but  now  I  see, —  Je  • 
His  dear  word  hath  made  me  free, —  Oh, 

I  am  whit  -  er  now  than  snow, — Je  ■ 
Bless-  ed-  ness    beyond     de  -  gree,      Je  - 


sus  paid    the  debt 

what  boundless  lib  - 

sus'  blood  has  made 

sus      is        a    rest 


for  me. 
er  -  tyl 
mo  so. 
for    me  I 
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Hallelujah,  what  a  Saviour! 

Half  his  love  was  never  told  ; 
I  have  found  his  kingly  favor 

Richer  treasure  far  than  gold. 
Praise  him,  O  my  ransomed  soul, 
While  eternal  ages  roll.  :|| 


6  Oh,  that  all  who  hear  the  story 

For  themselves  would  taste  and  see; 
Come  to  him  ;  his  banner  o'er  thee 
Everlasting  love  shall  be. 
||:  To  thy  weary  soul  be  given 
Kest  on  earth  and  rest  in  heaven.  :|| 
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1.  \  ic-  tory,  vie-  tory,  irlorious  vie-  tory.    Onward,  soldiers   ot   the  Lord; 
"2.  Vic-  tory,  vie-  tory,  glorious  vie-  tory,  Faint  uotfearnot,  boldly  stand; 

3.  Vic-  tory,  vie-  tory,  «:lorious  vie-  tory    Still  is  sounding  from  the  sky, 

4.  Vic-  torv,  vie-  torv,  iilorious  vie-  torv.   Soon  we'll  lay  our  armor  down; 
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Hear  the  soul  -  in   -  spiring 

promise, 

We  shall  conquer  thro'  his  word. 

Wave  our  han-  ner.  shout  ho - 

san  -  na. 

With  the   Spirit's  sword  in  hand. 

While  he  -  tore  our   great  Ocmmander 

Sa-  tan's  vanquish'd  armies  flv. 

Soon  give   up    the    cross  for 

-  ev  -  er, 

And    re-  eeive  the  victor's  crown. 
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We    shall    o 
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vercome    the  world,    hal  -  le  -  hi  -  jah    to     his  name, 
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We  shall    o  -  ver- come   by    iaith;      We  shall    o  -  vercome  the  world. 
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hal  -  le  -  In  -  Jah    to    his  name.  ^^  ho   has     triumphed    o  -  ver  death. 
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"  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills  from  whence  coraeth  my  help."— Ps.  cxxi :  i. 
Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  J.  Howard  Entwisls. 
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'J              'J                       'J                         ^ 
1.  When  my  soul  is  oppress*d,Wheu  my  heart  is  distress  d,With  its  weight  of  life's 
•2.       That  fair  cit  -  y   of  God.  Mortal  never  hath  trod.  There  the  cold  -^ind  of 
3.  There  the  angels  of  light  Praise  the  Lord  day  and  night,Heaven's  courts  with 
M.    JL                                                                                    [their 
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burdens  and  ill.-, —  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  Un- to  that  par- a- dise 
death  nev-  er  chills;  There  no  fears  can  appall,  There  no  tears  ev-  er  fall 
melody  thrills.  While  there  rolls  a  new  song  Bvthatgreatblood-wash'd  throne 
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On  the  beautiful, beautiful  hills.    On  the  hills,         beautiful  hills,  I  will 

On  the  hills,  beautiful  hills, 
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Z>.  5.-0n  the  beautiful, beautiful  hill 
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lift  up  mine  eves  to  the  hill,-;      Ishall  join  in  the  sons;  With  that  glorified  throng 
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4  Where  my  dear  ones  await. 

Just  inside  the  pearl  gate. 
I  shall  go  when  my  dear  Father  wills. 

Then  what  joy  there  will  be. 

When  each  other  we  see 
On  the  beautiful,  beautiful  hills. 


5  There  they  never  have  nigbt, 
For  the  Lamb  is  the  light. — 

All  the  laud  with  his  glory  he  fills; 
Soon  he'll  call  me  to  come. 
And  with  him  rest  at  home 

On  the  beautiful,  l>eautiful  hilla. 
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1.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,  Where  no  eye  but  his  can     see, 

2.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,  When  he  bids  my  weary    heart 

3.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,  When  I  climb  the  mountain's  height, 

4.  One  sweet  hour  alone  with  Je  -  sus,  One  sweet  hour  of  fervent  pray'r; 
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When  my  soul  to  hi  in     is      lift  -  ed,   What  a  calm  it  brings  to      mel 

Come   a-  while  and  rest  be-  side  hira,  From  the  cares  of  earth   a  -  part. 

And   be-  hold,  as    in      a      vis  -  ion,    Yonder  world  of  pure   de  -  light. 

Oh,  'tis  then  my  troubled  spir  -  it    Learns  from  him  its  cross  to  bear 
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Then  on  wings  of  joy    as  -  cending,     Holding  fast    his  hand  di-  vine; 
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Oh,  the  joy,  the  bliss  of  knowing        I    am    his    and   he  is    mine. 
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Rev.  H.  J.  Zellev. 


John  J.  Hood. 
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1.  My  mauy  sins  are  all   for-  giv'ii,   And  ev'ry  slavish  chain  is     riv'n; 

2.  I  ask'd  for  mercy    at  the   throne,    No  merits  had   I     of   my     own; 

3.  The  blood  flows  o'er  my  trusting  soul,  It  saves  and  makes  me  clean  and  whole; 
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My  burden's  gone,  my  soul  is     free.     The  precious  blood  avails  for    me. 
I  pray'd  for  help  in  Je-  sus'    name,   And  to  my  heart  the  answer  came: 
Beneath  the  crimson  tide  I'll   stay.  Where  all  my  guilt  is  wash'd  a  -  way. 
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The  blood,  the  blood,  I'm  wash'd  in  the  blood!  I'm  sav'd,  I'm  sav'd,  O  glory  to  God  I 


.0.   .0..  .0.  .0.,  .0.   .0.    .0.  .0.  .0.,  ^.   .0.  .0.       ^ 

^:==jzz[i=:ifzz:p=zfzzpt=z-l — 1 — ti-=i=rp:^_^_*.^_^_rj=z:'z:r=5:i=F 

t7-T— t^-t — \r-l — L7-tr-r— tr-T— t^r-V-"^ —^ 


s^ 


4 — l 


Wr-^—^z 


To  save  me  from  sin  the  Saviour  died,  And  now  I  am  jus  -  ti   -    fied. 
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Livirig  Hymns,  2 — C 
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Suu0fjiue  auD  JXnin. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Had  we  on  -  ly  sunshiDe  all  the  year    around,    Without  the  blessing 

2.  Had  we  not    a    sor-  row  or     a    cross    to   bear,    For  him  who  bore  the 

3.  Can  we  prize  the  sunshine  and  deplore  the  rain,    Re  -  pining  when  the 
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of    refresh-  ing    rain.  Would  we  scatter  seed  up-  on  the 

refreshing  rain, 

bur- den  of    our    sin,  Would  we  know  the  sweetness  of  his 

days  are  dark  and  drear?  Can  we  hope  for  pleasures  yet  de- 

Would  we      scat      -      ter       seed 
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fal  -  low  ground,  And  hope  to  gath  -  er  flow  -  ers,  fruit  and  grain  "^ 
love  and  care,  Or  e  -  ven  strive  e  -  ter  -  nal  joys  to  win  ? 
ny     the     pain.      Or  share  the  joys    of    life    with- out    the   tear? 
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j  Sunshine  and  rain, 
\  Sunshine  and  rain, 
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re  -  freshing,  re-  viv  -  ing  rain, 
to     nurture  the  growing  grain, 
^      3       ^      ^          ^       _ 

Light  of  faith  and 
Send  us,  Lord,  the 
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love.     Show  -  ers  from     a  -  bove  ! 
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sun.shine  and     the     rain. 
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Eben  E.  Rexford 


Joseph  Garrison. 


1.  They  brought  their  gifts  to  Jesus,  And  laid  them  at  his  feet,    And  love  for 

2.  A  -  part  from  other    giv- ers,     A  poor  way  far  -  er  stood  ;    He    saw  the 

3.  "  Dear  Lord,"  he  cried  in  sorrow,  "  I  know  how  kind  thou  art,  Take  all     I 
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this  dear  Sav  -  iour  Made  ev  -  'ry  off'rini;  sweet;  Good  deeds  and  words  of 
gifts  they  of-fered.  The  poorest  counted  good.  And  he  was  fill'd  with 
have   to  give  thee,   My    sin- ful, wayward  heart."  Then  Je  -  sus  answered 
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j  kindness,  Help  for   the  poor  of    earth,  And  not  a     gift   among  them 

1  long-  ing,     A   gift,  tho'  poor,  to  bring;  A  -  las!  all  empty  hand  -  ed 

soft  -  ly,  "Count  not  the  gift  as  small;  Tho'  all  of  them  are  precious, 


+-     •#--#■     H.     ■*-••#- 


^-=f 


0 "1*— pi- 1 #-*-ri 1- 


CHORUS. 


:E=t 


P— ^- 


^:i 


Was  thought  of  lit-  tie  w^orth.     Wouldst  bring  a  gift  to  Je  -  sus  That  he  will 

He  stood  before    the  King. 
Thine  is   the  best   of    all."  .^ 


count  most  sweet  ?  Say,"  Lord,  my  heart  I  give  thee,"  And  lay  it  at  his  feet. 
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1      bear    a  song    of 
It     rings  a-  bove  tbe 
3.  It  brings  good  news  to    sinners  lost 
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ju  -  bi-  lee,      Hal-  le-  lu 

bat-  tie  strife;  Hal-  le-  lu 

Hal-  le-  lu 
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jahl  grace  is  free  I 
jah!  grace  is  free  I 
jabl  grace  is  free  I 
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Its  notes  resound  o'er    laud  and  sea, 
Its    peal   awakes   the    dead   to   life, 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jab!  grace  is  free! 
Hal  -  le  -  lu  -jah!  grace  is  freel 


The  price  is  paid!   O   wondrous  cost!      Hal  -  le  -  lu -jahl  grace  is  free! 
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Its  sound  is  heard  in   ev  -  'ry  land,    It  rings  a-  long  tbe  ocean's  strand, 
It  shouts  its  note  triumphant-  ly,    Proclaiming  par-  don  full  and  free, 
Je-  sus  has  come  to  make  us  free,    Up  -  on  the  cross   on  Cal  -  va-  ry 

1^       h         fe       I  ^      ^-    ^     JL         .#.     ^*    4L  .      ^     ^'    ^    ^ 


The    cbo  -  rus   of      a    might-  y  band, 
As  -  sur  -  iug  souls  of      vie  -  to  -  r}^ 
His     life    he  gave  for    you   and  me, 


Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah!  grace  is  free! 
Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jab!  grace  is  freel 
Hal-  le  -  lu  -  jahl  grace  is  freel 
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It  brings  a  message  full  of  love, 

Hallelujah!  grace  is  free! 
A  message  from  the  throne  above, 

Hallelujah!  grace  is  free! 
The  Spirit  now  invites  you,  "come!" 
The  Saviour  calls,  "no  longer  roam!" 
The  Father  pleads,  "my  child,  come 

Hallelujah!  grace  is  free!     [homel" 


The  conflict  o'er,  at  God's  right  hand, 

Hallelujah!  grace  is  free! 
Eedeemed  from  every  race  and  land, 

Hallelujah!  grace  is  freel 
We  shall  behold  him  face  to  face, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 
Who  died  to  save  our  sinful  race, 

Hallelujahl  grace  is  freel 


m^o  mm  3oin  msi 


37 


M.  G.  Walker.     Arr.  by  P.  P   B. 


P.P.  BiLHORN. 
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1.  Be-  hold,  the    armies     of   the  King   Are   marching  forth  in     line ; 

2.  And  now,    among  the  foremost  ranks.  Where  foe  meets  foe  to  -  day, 

3.  Be-  hold,  the  King  himself   is    near,  And  while  his   own    advance, 

4.  Oh,    glorious,  glorious  vie  -  to  -  ry,  With  life's  great  bat  -  tie  done; 
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Their  roy  -  al     banners  lift  -  ed  high.     In     radiant     splendor    shine. 
They  stand   erect  with  sword  and  shield.  To  brave  the  dread  af  -  fray. 
The  trait  -  or     legions  backward  fall     Beneath  their  fearless     glance. 
The  cross  laid  down, they  wear  the  crown  Their  faith  in  Christ  hath  won. 
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Who  will  join  us,  who  will  join  us,  Who  will  join  us     in    the  fray? 

■  Why      not    join      us,  etc. 
Come     and    join      us,  etc.  I 

^ J 
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Who   will  join  us,  who  will  join  us,  Who  will  join  our  ranks  to-day? 
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♦  Can  use  the  words  "Why  not  join  us,"  or  "Come  and  join  us," 
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©n  tf)t  Wittov&  SiUt, 


James  L.  Black. 


Jno.  R.  Swhwby. 


1.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !  And  our  faith  enraptured  sings, 

2.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  For  the  Lord  himself  comes  near, 

3.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  le-  lu  -jah!  For  the  tempter  flies  a  -  pace, 

4.  Our  souls  cry  out,  hal  -  le-  lu  -jah!  .^ndourheartsbeathigh  with  praise, 
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While  we  throw  to  the  breeze  the  standard    Of   the  mighty  King  of  kings. 

And  the  shout  of    a    roy-  al     ar  -  my     On    the  bat-  tie-  field  we  hear. 
And  the  chains  he  has  forged  are  breaking,  Thro'  the  pow'r  of  redeeming  grace. 

Unto  him,  in  whose  name  we'll  conquer,  And  our  song  of  triumph  raise. 


On  the  vict'ry  side,  on  the  yict'ry  side,  In  the  ranks  of  the  Lord  are  we ; 
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On  the  vict'ry  side  we  will  boldly  stand,  Till  the  glo-  ry  laud  we    see. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  Jao.  K.  Bweney. 
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Mrs    Frank  A.  Breck. 
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1.  Go  forth  !  go  forth  for  Je  -  sus  now — Be  work  -  ing !  be  watch  -  ing!  The 

2.  Go  forth  !  go  forth  to  all  the  world!  Oh,  stay   not!  de  -  lay      not — But 

3.  Go  forth !  let  heart  and  hand  be  strongi  Be  working !  be  watch  -  ing !  Oh , 


Go  forth  ! 
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go  forth  ! 
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Lord  himself  will  teach  you  how  To  watch  and  pray.    'Tis  not  for  thee  thy 

let  love's  banner  be  unfurled,  And  grace    be     told.      Oh,  let    redeeming 

stay  the  mighty  pow'r  of  wrong  Where'er  you   may.    Equipp'd  with  love  and 
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field  to  choose — No  work  he  gives  must  thou   refuse —   Be  working !  be 

love    be  sung — A    song  of  joy      on      ev'ry  tongue!  Be  working!  be 

strength  divine,  The  vie-  to  -  ry       is    sure- ly  thine — Be  working!  be 
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CHORUS. 
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watching!  be   pray  -  ing!  Go  forth  to  work,  to  watch  and  pray  I  'Tis  Jesuswho 

♦•    ,  T*-.        ^-^  Go  forth! 


EE3 


:^ 
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•   I 
calls  thee;  The  harvest  waits  for  thee  to-day;  Go,  bring  some  sheaves  for  God. 

go  forth  ! 
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F.  M.  D.  "  Why  stand  ye  here  all  the  day  idle  ?  "—Matt,  xx  :  6.     Frank  M.  Davt«. 

Andante.  ^     n    ^    ^  ^ 
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1.  O  idler,  why  loiter  the  bright  hours  away?  The  hours  that  will  ne'er  come  again; 

2.  O  why  stand  ye  idle ?  some  soul  ye  may  save, That's  drifting  away  from  the  right, 

3.  O  why  stand  ye  idle?  thy  brother's  in  need;  No  help  or  assistance  is  nigh, 

4.  O  idle  no  longer  the  bright  hours  away,  There's  work  in  the  vineyard  to  do. 
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The  fields  are  all  white  of  the  harvest  to-day,  Ungather'd  the  sheaves  on  the  plain. 

O  hasten  ere  it  shall  sink  down  to  the  grave,  Be  lost  in   e-  ter  -  nity's  night. 
Oh,  then  to  his  sufif 'ring  and  cries  now  give  heed.  Lest  he  for  thy  carelessness  die. 
The  harvest  is  passing,  is  passing  away,   The  Master  is  calling  for  you. 
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O     why  ....  stand  ye  i  -  die?  .  .  O  why  stand  ye  i-  die  to-day? 

O  why  stand  ye    i  -  die?  O  why  stand  ye    i  -  die? 
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O    can  you  not  see  thai  the  night's  coming  on,     And  the  har-  vest  is 
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CODA.  After  last  verse  only. 
Slowly. 
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passing  a  -  way  ?     The  harvest  is  passing  a  -  way.     Passing    a  -  way. 
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Rev.  Geo.  P.  Beard. 


s;=* 


Matt 


6.     Psalm  ci 


B.  Frank  Butts. 


S=^=^ 


1.  Commun-  ion  with  my    Fa  -  ther,    In  calm  and  qui  -  et      hour,      Is 

2.  When  storms  are  fierce  a- bout    me,  And  sorrow's   bil  -  lows     roll,         I 

3.  Oh,  leave  life's  noise  and  tur-  moil,  And  seek  the  qui  -  et      hour,    Tliat 


I      hi      h    r^    v    • 
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sweet  and  rich   in   blessings,  And   Spirit's   gracious  pow'r : — He  speaks  in 
hear  the  Mas-  ter   gen  -  tly  Speak  peace  un-  to     my    soul ;    When  heart  is 
he   who  sees  in      se  -  cret   May  give  thee  spir  -  it-  pow'r ;  There  find  your 


-V— h- 


t=t: 


V — « *— 


-^ N-F-^ \ — ^-^fg— ^— ^!=^F=I— =^ — N-F-i nH ^-P-^ — i=F 


tones  so  gen-  tie,  Hehears  my  humblest  pray'r,  In  se  -  cret  of    his  presence 

sore  with  anguish.  And  eyes  are  dim  with  tears,  A  qui  -  et  hour  with  Jesus 

strength  in  weakness,  And  gird  your  armor  on,  Then  forth  to  life's  great  conflict 
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CHORUS.         I 
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I  feel  my  Father's  care. 
Will  banish  pain  and  fears. 
Till   vic-to-ry     is      won. 


O   Father,  Spirit,    Saviour,   Fill  us  with 
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thineown  pow'r;  Oh,  lead  thy  loving  children    To  seek  the  qui-  et    hour. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J  NO.  R.  Subnet. 


^ 


^ 


\J         U  It      nt  -        -        I 

1.  There  is    sing-  ing    up    in  heav-  en  such   as    we  have  nev-  er  known, 

2.  But    I     hear   an  -  oth  -  er   anthem,  blending  voi-  ces  clear  and  strong, 

3.  Then  the   an-  gels  stand  and  list-  en,  for  they   cannot  join  that  soiig, 

4.  So,   although  I'm  not  an    an  -  gel,  yet    I  know  that  o  -  ver  there 
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Where  the    an- gels  sing  the  praises     of   the  Lamb  up  -  on    the  throne; 
•'  Un  -  to    him  who  hath  redeemed  us  and  hath  bought  us,"  is  the   song; 
Like  the  sound  of  ma-  ny  waters,    by  that  happy,  blood-wash'd  throng; 
I     will    join    a  bless -ed  cho- rns  that  the    an  -  gels  can- not  share; 
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Their  sweet  harps  are  ev  -  er    tuneful   and  their  voi  -  ces     al-  ways  clear, 
We  have  come  thro'  trib-  u  -  latious     to    this  land    so    fair  and  bright, 
For  they  sing    a  -  bout  great  trials,    battles  fought  and   vict'ries   won, 
I     will   sing    a  -  bout  my  Saviour  who  up  -  ou    dark  Cal  -  va  -  ry 

a^       m          a        m        m       -^      ^        -      dL      m         m         m         m        *•       T- 
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Oh,  that  we  might  be  more  like  them  while  we  serve  the  Master    here. 
In    the   fountain  free  -  ly    flowing    he  hath  made  our  garments  white. 
And  they  praise  their  great  Redeemer  who  hath  said  to  them, "  well  done." 
Free-  ly  pardoned  my  transgressions,  died  to    set      a     sin  -  ner  free. 
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Ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly,     is     what  the  an-  gels  sing,     And      I      ex-  pect  to 
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help  them  make  the  courts  of  heaven  ring ;  But  when  I  sing  redemption's  story 
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they  will  fold  their  wings,  For  anjzels  never  felt  the  joy  that  our  salvation  brings. 
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1.  There'sonecommandI'velearn'd,Withmeitshallremain,Tisthis,"thoushaltnot 

2.  I'll  have  no  evil  thoughts;  Bad  language  I'll  disdain;  His  name,  so  dear  to 

3.  Bad  com  -  panv  I'll  shun,  And  all  approach  to  sin,  'Tis  eas  -  y    to    go 
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take  The  name  of  God    in    vain."     I     will   revere   my  God  ;  His  name  I'll 

me,  I'll     never    take     in    vain, 
wrong  If  once  you  should  begin. 
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not  profane  ;  I'll  keep  his  word.  "  thou  shalt  not  take  The  name  of  God  in  vain." 
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Will    ^OU    fit    STftere?.— CONCLUDED.  45 

'  I  I  ^^ 

rare;    Tell   me,    O   sin  -  ner,  will  you  be  there?  Say,  Avill  you  be  tliere? 

there,  Helped  by  God's  Spirit,  that  you'll  be  there.  That  you  will   be  there. 

Lord  ;  Trust  Christ  my  Saviour,  then  will  be  there,  With  him  reign  up  there. 


Charles  Wesley. 
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Tune,  LOVE  DIVINE.    8,  7,  d. 


:_^ ^ zip 


1.  Love   di-  vine,  all  love   ex  -  celling,   Joy  of  heav'n  to  earth  come  downl 

-*— ^-* • ft «— ^* J- 


Fix    in     us   thy  hum- ble  dwelling!     All  thy  faithful  mer- cies  crown. 
2).  aS.  — Vis  -  it    us  with  thy    sal-va-tiou;     En-ter    ev  - 'ry  trembling  heart. 


:r 
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Je  -  sus,  thou  art  all   com  -  passion,   Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art; 
^.  ,    -J— f^^     *  r*     *^    >— H-r-*      »      *      *-  .- 
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Breathe,  oh,  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ! 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 
Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 
Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receive; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave; 


Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above, 
Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 
Finish  then  thj^  new  creation ; 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be  ; 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation, 

Perfectly  restored  in  thee : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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Ei)t  Sons  K  aoUe  to  Stwff. 


Chahlotte  G.  Homer. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel 
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1.  There's  a  song   I    love   to  slug,  Love  to  bear  its  ech-  oes  ring,  Till  my 

2.  'Tis  the  song  of  sins  forgiven,     Of    a  darkness  backward  driv'n,  Of    a 

3.  'Tis    so   wonder-  ful  and  new,   'Tis  so  precious,  sweet  and  true,  Full  of 
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!       soul  with  0  -  verflowing  rapture  thrills ;  'Tis  the  sweetest  ev  -  er  sung,  E-  ven 
wonder-  ful  sal-  vation  full  and  free;     Of    a    healing  without  price,  Of   a 
joy,  of  peace,  of  glo- ry,  and    of  love  ;     I    will  sing  it  here  be- low,     I  will 

^^*-mmm^'p^'                          ^     -^     ^     -f-     ^                 -0- 

C\*      mm»aamm»m 

i           1*     ' 

'       '                       • 

1    !•       1          ,                   i          1                   ,              J 

■                             1       ' 

^       '^     -'>     ->     -'>     ^/      J     V        i 

_fi^»_» — 1_ 

W     w     ^     >    ^.    .  ^     ^ 

1       '•    • 

>>>*/!       >    > 

by  an  angel's  tongue,  For  my  heart  with  joy  and  gladness  it  completely  fills. 
Father's  sac-  ri-  fice,     Of    a  Saviour's  in  -  vi  -  tation,  saying,  "  come  to  me," 
sing  it,  too,  I  know.  When  I  meet  him  face  to  face  in  yonder  world  a-  bove. 


Oh,   I  love  it  more  and  more,   I   will  sing  it  o'er  and  o'er,  Till  in  clouds  of 
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brightest  glory  Christ  my  Saviour   appears;  Then  up  -  on   the  gold-  en  shore, 

1^   1*^   ^   h   ».  J  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 


-y- 


-•-#- 


:t: 


->— ^^ 


^       Copjrigbt,  1902,  by  Joha  J.  Hood.        /         ^ 
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With  the  saints  forever  more,     1  will  chant  the  chorus  thro'  e  -  ternal  years, 
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HeaU  S[S0,  Sa^iout:. 


Alice  Jhan  Clhator. 


Adam  Geibel. 
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1.  Lead  ns,  Saviour,  lead   us    ev  -  er,   With  thy   gently  guiding  hand  ; 

2.  Lead  us,  Saviour,  lead   us    ev  -  er,   Without  thee    a  -  far  we  roam ; 
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Lead   us  thro'  the  joys  and  sorrov^s     Of     au     un  -  seen  future  land. 
Lead   us  thro' the  storm  and  darkness,  To   the  light  and  peace  of  home. 
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Lead    us,  Saviour,  lead    us     ev  -  er,     Safe- ly  guide  our  wand'ring  feet ; 
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Lead   us    on      to  lauds  of   beauty,  Pastures  green  and  meadows  sweet. 
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How  oft  as  you  journey,some  brother  you  meet,  Who  in  life's  great  battle  has 
His  day , which  at  morning  look'd  cloudless  and  bright, 

Before  reaching  noontide  was 
A  small  act  of  mercy  a  heart  may  console,  A  word  kindly  spoken  may 
So  while  you  are  living  for  heaven  above,  Strive  ev  -  er  to  brighten  the 
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met  with  defeat,   Be  Christ-like  and  loving,  and  when  he  draws  near,  Reach 

dark  as  the  night;  Oh,  help  from  his  pathway  these  shadows  to  clear;  Reach 

save  some  poor  soul;  The  skies  soon  will  brighten,  the  clouds  disappear;  Reach 

world  with  your  love;  The  angels  w^on't  need  it,  but  while  you  are  here,  Reach 
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-balm  for  a  heart-ache,  a  smile  for    a    tear,  Reach 


Fine,    chorus. 
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out  to  your  brother  a     handful  of  cheer.  Reach  out  to  your  brother  a 


1^ 


-• — •- 


^    \       ^  t 

out  to  your  brother  a    handful  of  cheer. 
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strong,  loving  hand,  In  life's  weary  battle 'twill  help  him  to  stand ;    A 
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Rev.  Geo.  P.  Beakd. 


B.  Frank  Butt; 
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1.  Beauti-  ful    cit  -  y,  the  home  of  the  blest,     Beauti-  ful  mausions  where 

2.  Beauti- ful  angels  around  the  white  throne,  Beauti- ful   children  for - 

3.  Beauti-  ful   service   of    worship  in    sona;,     Beauti-  ful   fam  -  i  -  ly— 

4.  Beautiful  greeting  when  friend  meeteth  friend,  Beautiful  meeting  that 
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wea-  ry  shall  rest,  Beau-  ti  -  ful      riv  -  er     of      life,  nev  -  er      old, 

ev  -  er    our  own,  Beau-  ti  -  ful  saint-  ed,  en  -  robed  in    pure  white, 

perfect-  ly  one,  Beau- ti  -  ful  bar-mo-ny —  liv- ing     in     love, 

nev  -  er  shall  end,  Beau-  ti  -  ful  day,  with  no      shadow     of    night. 
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Beau-  ti  -  ful  streets  of  the  pur  -  est  of  gold. 
Beau-  ti  -  ful  Saviour,  re  -  fulgent  with  light. 
Beau-  ti  -  ful  scenes  that  a-  wait  us  a  -  bove. 
Beau-  ti  -  ful    vis  -  ion,  e  -  ter-  nal  -  ly  bright. 


REFRAIN. 
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Oh,  it    is     beauti-  full 


"  eye  hath  not  seen,"  Neither  hath  ear  heard  the  heavenly  theme;  Oh,  it     is 
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beauti- full  all    I  have  seen.  Thrilling  my  soul  with  the  heavenly  theme. 
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©n  to  ©ictocfi. 


March  time. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  Harkl  hark,  the  trumpet    sounding;       Rise    at    the  break  of    day, 

2.  March-  ing  like  valiant      sol  -  diers-.     Stead  -  y    our  steps  and  true, 

3.  Then  shall  the  path  be  bright  -  er,        No  more  by  care    oppress'd, 
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On  to  the  front  where  sin  is  abounding,  Forward,  the  call  o  -  bey; 
Faith  in  our  Leader,  no  thought  of  danger,  Fear  and  alarm,  a-dieu; 
Firm  in  our  purpose,  true    in  our  motives,  Hop-  ing  for  what  is  best; 
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Put  on  the  gos  -  pel  ar  -  mor, 
On,  tho'  the  world  oppress  thee, 
Trusting  the  King  of    glo  -  ry, 
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Go  forth  in  faith  to  con  -  quer, 
On,  tho'  the  foe  dis-  tress  thee, 
Tell-  ing   the  old,  old    sto  -    ry, 
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Hear,hear  the  Captain's  words  inspiring,  On,  soldiers,  on  to  the  fray. 
Steadfast  and  firm, keep  moving  on  till  Fair  Canaan's  land  stands  in  view. 
Waiting  the  Master's  call  to  en-  ter     In-  to  the  ha-  ven  of     rest. 
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Forward, then,  with  banners  waving  high,  Forward, as  we  shout  the  battle-cry, 
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I  Onward  in    the  conflict,    hop- injj,  trustino;,     On     to    vie-  to  -    ry 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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Jno.  R.  Swenbt. 
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1.  Oh,  what  a  Saviour  in    Jesus  I've  found,  Christ  is  my  living  Redeemer; 

2.  Life  ev- er- lasting    is    his  to   im-part,  Christ  is  my  living  Redeemer  ^ 

3.  Strength  for  his  service,  and  balm  for  all  ill,     Christ  is  my  living  Redeemer ; 

4.  Je-  sus  IS  victor  o'er  death  and  the  grave,  Christ  is  my  living  Redeemer ; 
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Loud  let  his  praises  for-  ev  -  er  resound,  Christ  is  my  living  Re  -  deemer. 

Trusting  in  him,  there  is  joy  in  my  heart,  Christ  is  my  living  Re  -  deemer, 

Je-  sus  my  Saviour  abides  with  me  still,  Christ  is  my  living  Re-  deemer. 

Now  he    is  reigning,  almight-y    to  save,  Christ  is  my  living  Re  -  deemer. 
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J).  S. — Oh,  what  a  meeting  will  come,  by  and  by,  Christ  is  my  living  Re  -  deemer. 
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Living,yes,  living,  ex-  alt-ed  on  high,  He  that  believeth  shall  nevermore  die , 
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E^t  ftttn\)tnls  Summcrlawti. 


Alice  Jean  Cleator. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle 


r.       Beyond  the  sunset  gates  of  gold,  Beyond  the  ocean's  gleaming  strand, 

2.  O  fadeless  are  the  flow'rs  that  bloom  Upon  that  bright  and  happy  shore ; 

3.  Within  that  happy  home  on  high.  Long  sever'd  friends  clasp  hand  with  hand, 

4.  We  shall  behold  the  Saviour's  face,  As  'round  the  great  white  throne  we  stand, 
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There  is     a     land   of    joy   un  -  told — 
There  is    no     sor-  row,  pain  nor  gloom, 
And  none  shall  ev-  er    say  good-  bye, 
And  share  the  wonders  of    his   grace. 
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A  heav'nly  Summerland ! 
But  joy  for-  ev  -  ermore! 
In  heaven's  Summerland ! 
In     heaven's    Summerland ! 

a  land       of     joy  un  -  told — 

•^  nei  -   ther  pain  nor  gloom, 

•y  none    shall  say  good-bye, 

•1  of        his  boundless  grace, 


p—^-± 


CHORUS. 

-^ — ^ — 


FF= 


^iE^I 


— I — p^ 1 — I 

-^— i — Hs-H 


--^^.-, 


-#-- 


^mmi 


O    Summerland     of  joy  and  light,  Beyond  the  shadows  of   the  night 
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No  storms  shall  sweep  thy  golden  strand,      O     heav'nly   Summerland! 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel 
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|1.  Come,  O  come  with  anthems  of  rejoicing,  Come  with  happy  songs  of  love, 

'l  2.         Thanks  we  give  for     all  his  kindly  leading,  Our  glad  Eb  -  e  -  nezers  raise ; 
3.  Come.dear  friends,and  help  to  swell  thechorus,PrecionshopesandmemTiesblend, 


Z>.  C. — Praise  himl  praise  him!  come  with  happy  singing,Tell  his  goodness  o'er  and  o'er-, 
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Singing,  singing    of  the  wondrous  favor  Show 'red  upon  us  from     a-  hove. 
Wav'ring  footsteps  guided  surely  onward,  Sing,  O    sing  our  Father's  praise. 
Looking   onward    to  the  davs  before  us.  Still  our  thankful  songs  ascend. 
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Joy-  ful  anthems  thro'  his  temple  ringing,  Bless  his  name  for  -  ev  -  er-  more. 
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Daily,  daily,  like  the  morning  sunbeams.  Tender  mercies  smile  upon  our  way, 

O,  with  hearts  of  gratitude  review  them — Count  the  golden  moments  of  the  past ; 

Brightly  is  the  bow  of  promise  gleaming  O'er  the  clouds  that  linger  in  the  sky ; 
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Gently,  gently,  like  the  evening  dewdrops.  Sweet  refreshings  cheer  us  when  we  pray. 

E'en  the  seeds  of  pain  and  sorrow  blossomed  Into  joys  that  evermore  shall  last. 

Brightly  now  the  rays  of  glory  streaming,  Light  our  journey  to  the  home  on  high, 
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FULL  CHORUS. 


Take  the  world  for  Jesus,"'  sound  the  great  battle-cry,  Let  the  mighty  chorus 
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ring;  "Take  the  world  for  Jesus,"  raise  the  bright  standard  high,  As  we  shout,as  we 

chorus  ring;  ,S^  ^  ^^^^^  ^-^^P-      _, 
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Fint.     lit  time  female  voices,  2d  all  voices  in  unison. 
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march,  as  we  sing.     (  Let  the  gos-  pel  sto  -  ry    roll  around  the  world,  Ev'ry- 
*.     Let      all   the  nations  now  in  him  rejoice,  Who  hath 
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where  let  joy  pre-  vail, 
by    his  precious  blood 
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sins   of  the  world  doth  a-  vail; 
Omit ) 
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bright  glo-  ry-land  a   - 
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SEMi-CHORUS.  Smoothly. 
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I  Out  on  the  mountains  of  sin  and  despair,  Millions  are  perishing,  needing  our  care; 
(Tellthemof  Jesus  whorose  from  thegrave,  Tell  them  of  Jesus,  the  Mighty  to  Save; 
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Shall  we  not  send  them  the  message  to-day?  Shall  we  not  help  without  further  delay?! 
Plenteous  salvation  in  him  doth  abound,  Cleansing  and  healing  in  Jesus  are  found. ) 
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1.  De  -  lay   not,  de  -  lay    not,   O      sin  -  ner,  draw  near,  The  wa  -  ters  of 

J).  8. — Eedemp-  tion  is 
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lite  are  now  flowing  foi 
purchas'd,  salva  -  tion  if 
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lite  are  now  flowing  for  thee;  No  price  is  demand-  ed,  the  Saviour  is  here : 
purchas'd,  salva  -  tion  is  free. 
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2  Delay  not,  delay  not;  why  longer  a-  [3  Delay  not,  delay  not;    the  Spirit  of 

buse  [God?  grace  [his  sad  flight, 

The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus  thy  !      Long  grieved  and  resisted,  may  take 

A  fountain  is  opened;  how  canst  thou  !  And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy 

refuse  [oning  blood  ?  race, 

To  wash  and  be  cleansed  in  his  paid-  I     To  sink  in  the  vale  of  eternity's  night. 


STftc  ffilFortis  ot  3esus. 


Jno.  R.  Swhnet. 
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1.  Hear  the  words  of  Jesus, —  As  you  oft-  en  may,  And  their  loving  message 

2.  Take  the  words  of  Jesus,  Hide  them  in  your  heart.  And  in  joy  or   sor- row 

3.  Speak  the  words  of  Jesus,  And  their  message  give.  That  the  lost  and  err-  ing 

4.  Sing  the  wordsof  Jesus,  Sing  them  iar  and  near,  That  the  world  around  us 
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Do  not  put  a  -  way;  Grace  that  is  redeem  -  ing  In  the  words  appear, 
Let  them  not  depari;  Take  the  words  and  keep  them  With  a  spir-  it  true, 
May  return  and  live;  Speak  them  to  the  wea-  ry,  As  you  see  the  need, 
May  the  gospel  hear;    There  is   nothing  sweeter,      As   we  pass  a  -  long. 
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If   you  will  re-  ceive  them      E-  ven  as  you  hear.    Words  of    Je 
That  the  hope  of  heav  -  en      May  abide  with  you. 
For    in  time    of  troub  -  le     They  are  sweet  indeed. 
Than  the  words  of  Je  -  sus      Blended  in  -  to  song. 
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I  sweet  and  ho  -  ly,    Never  will  they  pass  away,  Never  will  they  pass  away; 
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Precious  words  of  Jesus,  giving  life  to  all,  Never  will  they  pass  a-  way. 
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Harriet  E.  Jones. 
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The   waters  are  troubled   to- 


1.  The  fountain  of  healing  is      o  -  pen, 

2.  There's  nothing  unholy  can    en  -  ter    The   heauti-  ful  kingdom   of 

3.  Oh,  come  with  your  sins  and  transgressions.  This  moment  step  in  -  to   the 
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night;  to-night ;  And  all  who  shall  pluuge  'neath  the  billows  May  rise  in  the 
light;  of  light;  The  garments  of  all  must  be  spotless,  Who  sit  with  our 
pool,  the  pool.  To  rise  from  its  depths  with  re  -  joicing,  With  not      a  dark 
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raiment  of  white. 
King  on  the  right, 
blot   on  your    soul. 


Then  come to  this  fountain  of  healing, 

to   this    fountain. 
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Step    in     -     -     -      to   the   waters    of  love;    Be  clothed  ...      in   the 

in  -   to  the  wa  -  ters,  in  the  garment, 
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garment    of   beauty,     Be     heir to    the  rich-  es      a-  bove. 

^         ^        "•-"•-       ••-  to    the     rich  -    es,  -^ 

— 0 0 0 ff —  m.!.—^ — m m m. c — , 0- 


^: 


-^ — ^- 


Oowni«bt,  ISK,  bj  Jctia  J.  HsixL 


^  SBtmnst  of  no\)t. 


p.   p.  BiLHORN. 


T^f 


1.  There  came  to  my  heart  a    sweet  message    of  love,  When  I     was  for- 

2.  How  sweet  was  the  message  that  came  to  my  heart,  And  filled  me  with 

3.  And  since  I     am   his,  and      I  know  he     is  mine,  How  sweet  is  the 


saken  and 
sunshine  and 
peace  he  has 


sad;         It  came  from  above  like  a     heaven-  ly  dove;  It 

song  I     My  hope  did  abound  when  the  Saviour  I  found;  I 

giv'n  I  From  morning  till  night  He's  my  joy  and  delight,  A 


bade  me  rejoice  and  be      glad;  New  courage  arose  in  my  soul  when  I  heard 

think  of  him  all  the  day  long,  And  following  closely  my  Shepherd  and  Guide, 

blessed  assurance    of      heav'n;    In  perfect  submission  I    follow  along, 


Of  One  who    delivTance  could 
He  leads  me  where  cool  waters 
For    he      is    mv   Saviour   and 
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bring;  I  bowed  in  contrition     to 

spring;         My  soul  is  refreshed  as    in 
King ;      And  when  I  have  joined  with  the 
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Jesus  my  Lord;  Now  the  wonderful  storj'  I         sing, 

him   I    abide,  And  rejoicing,  his  praises    I         sing. 

glorified  throng,  Then  forever  this  theme  I  will      sing. 
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sto  -  ry,  oft  has  been  told  ;     Wonderful  sto-  ry  that  never  grows  old.  .  . 

ne'er  grows  old. 

'Ill 
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Jamks  Rowe. 


Utttmff  tne  2^o\0. 


Chas.  H.  Gabiuel. 
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1,  Saviour,  oft  -  eu     I    am  tempted,  Oft  from  thee  my  soul  is  led  astray  ; 

2.  Oh,    I   love    to  serve  thee  better,  More  for  thee,  dear  Lord,  I  long  to  do ; 
4.  Saviour, while  I  bow  before  thee,  Fill  my  soul  with  peace  and  love  divine; 
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Give  me  strength  for  ev'ry  tri  -  al,  Keep  me  ev  -  er  in  the  homeward  way. 
Fill  me  now  with  thy  sweet  Spirit,  Banish  weakness  and  my  strength  renew. 
Comfort  me  with  thy  sweet  whispers.  Let  me  feel  that  I    am  wholly  thine. 
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Oh,  more 

Oh,   more  of 
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of  thee  my  spirit  needs,Morelove,more  strength  for  noble  deeds, • 

thee       my  spir- it  needs.  More  love,  more  strength  for        no- ble  deeds  : 
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On    thee    a  - 
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a-  lone  my  spirit  feeds,  Dear  Lord,     refresh  me    now. 

lone       my  spir  -  it  feeds,  Dear  Lord,  refresh,      re      -      fresh  me  now 
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SOLO  OR  DUET 
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Jno.  R.  Swbney. 
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1.  There's  a  veil  that  haugs  before  me,  Aud  an  unknown  pathway  hides ; 

2.  At  the  blood-staiu'd  cross  he  met  me,  Bade  me  look  to  him  and  live ; 

3.  In  the  time   of  pain  and  sadness,  His  sweet  promise  I  will  test; 
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There's  an  ej^e  that's  watching  o'er  me, 
Tho'  tempta-  tions  shall  be -set  me, 
Welcome,  sun-  uy  hours  of  gladness, 
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An  almight  -  y  hand  that  guides. 
O  -  vercom  -  iug  pow'r  he'll  give. 
By  his  smile   made  doubly  blest. 
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So  I  need 
'here's  a  joy 
Ev'-  ry  step 
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not  fear  the  morrow 
that  shines  about  me, 

that  leads  to  glo-  ry 
0 .   .. —  • 


;  Peace  is  in  my  heart  to-day, 

With  a  pure         and  heav'nly  ray, 
Shall  his  won  -  drous  love  display, 
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For  my  bless  -  ed  Saviour  tells   me, 
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He'll  be  with     me  all   the  way. 
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All   the    way, 

All  the  way 
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all    the    way.      He'll  be  with          me  all    the 

all  the  way,                     He'll  be  with 

way; 
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O    my  bless    -    ed  Saviour  tells  me.  He'll  be  with         me  all  the  way. 

O   my  blessed  He'll  be  with 
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William  W.  How. 


TUSTIN    H.   K>rECHT. 


1.  O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing  Outside  the  fast-clos'd  door.  In  lowly  patience 

2.  0  Jesus,  thou  art  knocking:  And  lol  that  hand  is  scarrd,  And  thorns  thy  brow  en- 

3.  O  Jesus,  thou  art  pleading  In  accents  meek  and  low,  "  I  died  for  you.  ni  v 
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U 

waiting  To  pass  the  threshold  o'er.  We  bear  the  name  of  Christians,His  name  and 
circle,And  tears  thy  face  have  marr'd:  Oh,love  that  passeth  knowledge,So  patient- 
children,  And  will  ye  treat  me  so  ? "'  O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow  We  open 
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sign  we  bear:  Oh, shame, thrice  shame  upon  us!  To  keep  him  standing  there. 

ly     to    wait!   Oh,  sin  that  hath  no   e  -  qnal.  So  fast  to  bar  the   gate! 
now  the  door:  Dear  Saviour,  enter,   en-  ter,  And  leave  us  nevermore! 
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SciSUjQ  is  4?aj90ins  33s. 


£.  E.  Hswiri". 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Come,  contrite  one,  and  seek  his  grace,    Je-  sus  is 

2.  Come,  hungry  one,  and  tell  your  need,   Je  -  sus  is 

3.  Come,  wea-  ry   one,  and  find  sweet  rest,   Je  -  sus  is 

4.  Come,  burdenod  one,  bring  all  your  care,  Je  -  sus  is 
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passing 
passing 
passing 
passing 
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by; 
by; 
by; 
by; 
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See   in     his  rec  -  on  -  cil  -  cd  face  The  sunshine   of    the      sky. 
The  Bread  of  Life  your  soul  will  feed,  And  ful  -  ly    sat  -  is   -    fy. 
Come  where  the  longing  heart  is  blessed.  And  on     his  bos  «•  om      lie. 
The  lore  that  list-  ens  to  your  prayer  Will  "no  good  thing"  de  -  ny. 


Pass  •  ing  by,  ,  .     pass  -  ing  by,  ,  .  Hasten  to  meet  him  on  the  way 

Passing  by,       passing  by,  passing  by,       passing  by, 
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Jesus  is  passing  by  to-day,   Pass-  -  ing  by,  .  .      pass-  -  ing  by. 

passing  by,         passing  by,  passing  by,        passing  by. 
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"  Cast  all  your  care  upon  him  ;  for  he  careth  for  you.' 
Rev.  W.  C.  Poole. 


Peter  5:   7. 

Anna  G    L.^mbekt. 


1.  It  comes  to   me  ev  -  er      iu    sor-  row  and  woe,    At    rest,   or  wlier- 

2.  It  comes  to    me  ev  -  er  when  Sa  -  tan    is    near,  And  from  his  dark 

3.  It  comes  to    me     e  -  ven  in  night's  lonely  hoar,  And  when  I    am 

4.  Let  this     be  my  pleading  before  the  white  throne,  When  I  for  the 
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ev  -  er     I         be,  My  Saviour's  sweet  promise,  it  comforts  me  so.  He 

pow'r  sets  me     free ;  Behind  this  blest  refuge  no  harm  need  I  fear,  He 

on  bended      knee,  This  blessed  assurance,  it  gives  me  great  pow'r.  He 

Judgment  shall   be;  No  mer  -  it  have     I,       but  Je-sus,  thy  Son — He 


^3=^5^ 


I    1/  I    I    I 


"^-Y- 


CHORUS. 


M 


e?3 


:^. 
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ven  like        me. 
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He  car  -  eth  for    me, 
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let   the 
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bil-  lows  roll,  Let  wild  tempests  rage,  safe  will  be  my  soul.  Supreme  with- 
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in     this  tho't  shall   be,    Whatev-er  be -tide,     he    careth    for    me. 
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fi  Eotie  tfte  aorir. 


C.  H.  M. 


Psalm  cx\ 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  I    love  the  Lord,  for  he  hath  heard  My  voice  of  sup-  pli-  ca  -  tion, 

2.  I    love  him,  for     he  hath  inclined     A    gracious  ear  un-  to      me, 

3.  And  for   the  ten- der,   lov- ing  care   He    ev  -  erraore  hath  giv- en; 

4.  And  tho' with  all  my  ransom'dpow'rs    I   worship  and    a- dore  him, 
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And   for   the   promise    in     his  word     Of   full  and  free  sal  -  va  -  tion. 
And  sent  his   Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it   kind  From  sin-  ful  paths  to   woo    me. 

With  Christ,  his  Son  to    he  joint  heir     Of  mansions  fair    in  heav  -  en. 

How  small  now  seems  the  all     I   bring  And  humbly  lay    be-  fore   him. 
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love  the  Lord,  I 
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love  the  Lord,  With  heart  and  soul  I   love   him: 
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His   name   to   me     is   mel  -  o  -  dy,    My    Saviour — how  I    love   him! 
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Rev.  Johnson  OATiMAN,  Jr. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 


1.  Christ  will  me    his   aid     a f- ford, 

2.  I       can  fol-  low   all    the  way, 

3.  Tho'      a    ves-sel      I  would  be, 

4.  When     I  reach  the  crys-  tal  sea, 
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Nev-  er    to   fall,    nev-  er    to   fall; 

Hearing  him  call,  hearing  him  call; 
Broken  and  small,  broken  and  small; 
Voic  -  es  will  call,   voic-  es  will  call; 
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^Yhile    I    find    my   prec 

ous  Lord 

Sweeter  than  all,   sweeter  than  all. 

Finding  him,  from  day 

to  day, 

Sweeter  than  all,   sweeter  than  all. 

Yet    his  man  -  na  falls 

on   me, 

Sweeter  than  all,   sweeter  than  all. 

But  my  Saviour's  voice 

will  be 

Sweeter  than  all,  sweeter  than  all. 
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er  will  be    Sweeter  than  all  the  world  to  me, 


Since    I  heard  his  lov  -  ing  call, —  Sweeter  than  all,  sweeter  than  all. 
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aet  US  ^Klst, 


E.  S.  L. 
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Do  you  slumber  in  your  tent,  Christian  soldier,  While  the  foe  is  spreading 

Can  you  sleep  while  homes  are  rent,  Christian  soldier?  Are  not  heavens  turn'd  to 

Can  you  linger  in  your  tent,  Christian  soldier  ?  Satan's  smiling  o'er  your 

Let   us  rise  in  holy  wrath,  Christian  soldiers,  Crush  the  evil  'neath  the 
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woe  thro'  the  land  ?  Do  you  note  his  rising  pow'r  Growing  bolder  ev'ry  hour  ? 

hellsbyhispow'r?  Markyounotthemother'ssigh?Hearyounotthechildren'scry? 

idle  delay ;  Thousands  perish  while  you  wait,  While  you  counsel  and  debate  ; 

heel  of  our  migh  t !  Counting  cost  no  longer  wait ;  Forward,  manhood  of  the  state, 
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D.S. — Tho'  our  numbers  may  be  few,  God  will  lead  us  grandly  thro'. 
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Will  he  not  our  land  devour  while  you  stand  ?  Let  us  a  -  rise,   all  unite ! 
See  you  not  their  loved  ones  die  ev'ry  hour  ? 
Heed  you  not  their  awful  fate  as  they  stray  ? 
For  in  God  your  strength  is  great  for  the  right! 
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And  our  arms  with  strength  endue  by  his  might. 
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Let  us  a  -  rise  in  our  might !  Let  us  a-  rise,  speak  for  God  and  the  right ! 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Swenhy. 
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1.  Make  the  moments  couDt  for  Je  -  sus,     Happy,  then,  our  ransom'd  clays, 

2.  Sow  the  seeds  of  lov-  ing-  kindness,    Cast  them  on  the  floating  streamj 

3.  Naught  too  humble  for  his    no  -  tice,  Naught  too  small  for  him  to  use; 

4.  Ho  -  ly  Spir-  it,  take  pos-  ses  -  sion,   Guide  and  sancti  -  fy  and   fill; 


-9-     > 

Roy-  al  jew- els  "in  life's  set -ting,  Sparkling  ev  -  er    to   his  praise. 

Let     us,  trusting  in    the  Sav  -  iour,  Do  the  good  of  which  we  dream. 

May  we  not,  the  moments   slighting,  Rich,  immor- tal  blessing   lose? 

Make  our  moments  count  for  Je  -  sus.  Working  out  his  blessed   will. 
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Precious  moments —  all  for  Jesus!  Mounting  heav'nward  as  they  fly; 

Precious  moments —  mountingheav'nwardas  they  fly; 
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Bearing  each  ...   a  golden  treasure,   For   the  crowning  by  and  by. 

Bearing  each  For  the  glorious  crowning.for  the  crowning  by  and  by. 
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1.  Lift  the  glorious  banner  of  our  Saviour,  Lord  and  King,  Crown  him  with  your 

2.  Lift  the  glorious  banner,  o'er  the  world  now  let  it  wave,   Telling  of   the 

3.  Lift  the  glorious  banner,   O  ye  faithful,  saved  and  free,  Onward  march  to- 

I  I  .  <  I 


9^^?=^#=^ 


=zS2f4 


^r 


^ 


l9-> 


-.^.--^ 


v-> 


-H-#- 


:^i: 


praises,  let    the  happy  children  sing  Till  the  vales  and  mountains  with  ho- 
Saviour  who  from  sin  and  death  will  save,  Sending  out  its  gladness  and  the 
gether  on     to    glorious  vie-  to  -  ry  ;       Never,    never    fal  -  ter,  but   to 
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saunas  sweetly  ring,  And     Je  -  sus  reigns  su    -  preme. 

hope  that  many  crave,  Now   lift    this     ensign  high. 

Je  -  sus  loy  -  al  be.    And  soon    he'll  reign  su  -  preme. 
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Lift  .  .  .  the  glorious  ban-  ner. 

lift  the 

ban  -    ner,  lift  the 
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Let  .  0  ,   the  royal   en    =    sign,    royal   en- sign   be     unfurled; 
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All  Voices.  In  harmony. 
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Lite  .  .  .  the  glorious  ban  -  ner,  lift  the  ban  -  ner,    lift  the  ban  -  ner. 

Lift   it   high,  ban-  ner   fair,  ban-  ner   fair,  ban-  ner  fair, . 
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Let  ....  the  roy-  al     en  -    sign  grandly  wave  o'er  all  the  world. 

Lift      it     high  in     the    air,  wave   o'er     all      the    world. 

I         I 


Bp.  Wm.  W.  How. 


rfct-: 


iFor  m\  toe  Satnt0. 

Sir  Joseph  Barney. 
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1.  For  all  the  saints  who  from  their  labors  rest,  Who  thee  by  faith  before  the 

2.  Thou  wast  their  Rock,  their  Fortress, and  their  Might, 

Thou,  Lord, their  Captain  in  the 

3.  Ob, may  thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,and  bold,  Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly 

4.  Oh,  blest  communion,  fellowship  di-  vine!   We  feebly  struggle,  they  in 

-fi^.       J  *    •*-  -^ 


r^ 
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mw^ 


world  confessed.  Thy  name,  O  Je-  sus,   be  for  ev-  er  blest.  Al-  le  -  lu  -  ia ! 

well-fought  fight;  Thou,  in  the  darkness  drear,  their  one  true  light.  Alle  -  lu  -  ia! 

fought  of  old,  And  win  with  them  the  victor's  crown  of  gold.  Al-  le  -  lu  -  ia ! 

glo  -  ry  shine ;  Yet  all  are  one  in  thee,  for  all  are  thine.  Al-  le  -  lu  -  ia ! 


/ 


^f 
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Al-  le  -  lu  - 


5  And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
mi]      Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 

IZIJ  j      And  hearts  are  brave  again, and  armsare  strong.  Alleluia! 

6  The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west; 
ia!          Soon,  soon  to  faithful  warriors  cometh  rest; 

Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest.     Alleluia! 


S 


gsr 


But  lo.  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day ; 

The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array  ; 

The  King  of  Glory  passing  on  his  way.     Alleluia! 
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^  Stnwer  Sa^ttr. 
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Rev.  Frank  E.  Graeff. 
DUET. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  Hal- le-lujahl  hal- le-lujahl  O  what  joy  di  -  vine; 

2.  Oh,  it  was  a  happy  moment  when  I  heard  him  say, 

3.  Glo-ryl  glo- ryl  I  keep  singing  all  along  my    way, 

4.  And  in  heav'n  I'll  sing  forever  praises  to  his  name, 


Since  I  heard  the 

"  Tho'  your  sins  be 

For  the  peace  of 

And  I'll  tell  to 


liilfe 
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voiceof  Jesus,  "Fear  not,  thou  art  minel"  I^Jowapeacethatpasseth  knowledge 

red  as  crimson,  they  are  washed  away; "  And  he  freely,  freely  gave  me 

full  salvation  fills  my  soul  to  -  day;  And  my  heart,  so  glad,  rejoices — 

list'ning  angels  how  to  me  he    came,  In  his  love  so  kind  and  tender, 
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cheers  each  passing  day,  While  his  glory  freely  given  shines  upon  my  way, 
pardon  full,  complete,       As  I  lay  a  helpless  sinner  pleading  at  his    feet, 
knowing  he  is  mine.      For  the  Saviour  walks  beside  me — Comforter  divine, 
with  forgiveness  sweet,  When  I  lay  a  helpless  sinner  pleading  at  his  feet. 
I 


With  the 


9 
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When  the  conflict  of  life    is     o-ver,  at    his    right       hand 
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ransom'd  from  ev'ry  nation,  redeem'd  I'll  stand;    There  I'll  see  my  Saviour, 
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And  I'll  tell  forev  -  er   How  he  saved  when  I  came  pleading  before  his  feet. 
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C.  J.  B. 
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Hn  tmt  ©ftg. 
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ChAS.  J.  BuTLBR. 


1.  O'er  death's  sea,  in  yon  blest  city.  There's  a  home   lor    ev-'ry  one; 

2.  Here  we've  no       a-  bid  -  ing   city,  Mansions  here  will  soon  de-  cay; 

3.  I    have  loved  ones  in    that  city,  Those  who  left  me  years  a-  go; 

4.  T'ward  that  pure  and  ho  -  ly    city  Oft  my  long-ing  eyes   I    cast; 
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Purchas'd  with     a  price  most  costly,  'Twas  the  blood  of  God's  dear  Son. 

But  that  cit-  y       God's  built  firmly,      It    can   nev  -  er   pass    a  -  way. 

They  with  joy     are  wait-  ing  for  me,  Where  no  farewell  tears  e'er  flow. 

Je  -  sus  whispers    sweet-  ly   to  me,  Heav'n  is  yours  when  earth  is  past. 
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In      that  cit-  y—  bright     cit  -  y,      Soon  with  loved  ones  I    shall    be  ; 
•#••■*-■*-  -a^       -#-■#-•     ■#-*■#-■#-  -0- 
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And  with  Jesus     live    for-  ev-  er,       In   that  cit-  y  beyond  death's  sea. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


AuAM  Gbibel. 
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Standing  like  a  lighthouse  on  the  shores  of  time.  Looking  o'er  the  waves  of 

There  are  human  shipwrecks  lying  all  around,   Oh,  what  moral  darkness 

Do   not  let   the  bushel   cov- er  up  your  light.  Keep  your  lamp  in  order, 

Try  to  live  for   Je-  sus  till  this  life   is  o'er.     For  along  this  pathway 


darkness,  sin,  and  crime,    O  -  pen  up  your  windows,  there's  a  work  sublime : 
ev-  'ry  where  is  found  ;  Warn  some  other  vessels  off  from  dang'rous  ground  : 
trimm'dandburningbright,  Try  to  be      a     blessing,  brighten  up  the  night : 
you  will  pass  no  more.   Till  he  bids  you  welcome    on   the  oth-  er  shore. 
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Let    the  gos  -  pel  light  shine   out. 
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Let   the  gos-  pel  light  shine 
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out.  ( shine  out,)    Let  the  gospel  light  shine  out,  ( shine  out,)  Kee-D  your  lamp  in 

■#-         -^         ■#. 


order,trimm'd  and  burning  bright, — Let  the  gospel  light  shine  out. 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


E.  S.  LOUENZ. 
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t           1.  'Tis     a  good  work,  grand  work,  this  of  winning  souls;  Oh,  the  tide     of 
2.  Oh,  'tis  sweet   to     live     so    near  the  Master's  side,    All  the  pow'r  we 

1           3.  We  can  throw  a     light     a  -  cross   a   darkened  way,     A  bright,  sunny 
4.  Let   us   work   a  -  way    un  -  til   the     e-  v en- fall,    Till  the  star-ry 

Ck-  ST4— #       it     -~^        5        ^ fe~r1 ^ » w. — ' ^ \ r»-^     - 

B.  5  4    1'     ^ 
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joy  like   a     riv  -  er  rolls.  And  the  peace  of  God  the  trusting  heart  controls, 
need  from  his  grace  supplied,  Leading  weary  wand'rers  to  the  Cru-  cified, 
gleam  from  the  Land  of  Day,  We  can  show  his  love  in    all  we  do  and  say, 
hour  when  the  an- gels  call;  Then  a  crown  of  life   beyond  the  jasper  wall, — 

-+i 0 — t- 


Winning  precious  souls  for  Je 

Winning  precious  souls  for  Je 

Winning  precious  souls  for  Je 

Glo  -  ry  ev  -  er-more    to  Je 


sus. 
sus. 
sus. 
sus. 
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'Tis    a   grand     work,  winning 

grand  work. 
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souls!  'Tis    a 

winning  souls  ! 


glo  -  rious  work,  winning  souls!  Heaven's 

glorious   work,  winning  souls  ! 
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bliss   is    nearer  and  the  Saviour  dearer,  'Tis  a  grand  work,  winning  souls. 
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ChAS.  J.  BUTLBR. 
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1.  I     shall 

2.  I      the 

3.  I     shall 

4.  I     shall] 

lay      the  cross    a  -  side, 
sin  -  ners'  friend  shall  see, 
meet    the  friends  of  yore, 
ean       on     Je  -  sus'  breast, 
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Some 
Some 
Some 
Some 
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day, 
day, 
day, 
day, 

1 
some  glad  day; 
some  glad  day; 
some  glad  day; 
some  glad  day; 
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Safe  -  ly    pass       to     Canaan's    side.  Some  day, 

See     the  wounds  once  made  for    me,  Some  day. 

And  with  them    the  Lamb    a  -  dore.  Some  day. 

Find      a    sweet,     a      per  -  feet  rest,  Some  day, 


tB^    ^  -m- 


some  glad  day; 
some  glad  day; 
some  glad  day; 
some  glad  day, 


m 


'#-^— ^  =^= 

^      ^      N 

1 

^    ^ 

^      -        ^ 

1 

-\ — ^^;-^>^ 

-^ 

L       ' — +-^^ 

-d 1- 

ffk- «-r-*— h»-v \ J-^m~ 

-            9        •    \    ^ 

-^ \ 

K^\)         «•«!#•#       •        • 

^                0-0 

^         1 

tJ 

If       I     live      a     life     of   pray'r, 

I    shall  press  close  to    his    side. 

There    at      Je  -  sus'    sa-  cred   feet 

On  that  bright    e  -  ter  -  nal  shore 

And  the  cross    for   Je  -  sus   bear, 

Who  for     me     was  cru  -  ci  -  fied, 

Saints  of     ev  -  'ry  clime  I'll  meet, 

All    our    sor-  rows  will    be     o'er, 
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I        a     glo  - 

rious  crown  shall  wear. 

Some    day, 

some  glad  day. 

And  shall  then 

be     sat  -    is  -  fied, 

Some    day. 

some  glad  day. 

Hold  with  them 

commun  -  ion  sweet. 

Some    day, 

some  glad  day. 

We  shall  meet 

to    part      no   more. 

Some    day, 

some  glad  day. 
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J.  Howard  Entwislh. 


1.  AV^ake,  list'ning  skies,  and  tell  the  wondrous  story,  Shout,  mighty  hills,  ai^d 

2.  Chime,  bells  of  joy,  your  tuneful  echoes  blending,  While  on  the  air   liar- 

3.  Chant,  hosts  above,  your  harps  celestial  soundinsr,   Tell  out  the  news,  ye 


praise  Messiah's  name;   Roll,   o-  cean  waves,  and  greet  the  King  of  glo-  ry, 

monious  sounds  arise;   Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  theme  of  gladness  sending, 

choirs  around  the  throne;  Sing,  sons  of  earth,  your  hearts  with  praises  bounding, 
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Je  -  sus    is  come!  let  earth  her  joy     proclaim. 
Wave,  ce-  dars  tall,  and  tell    it      to      the  skies. 
Je  -  sus     is  come!  oh,  make  his  glo  -  ries  known! 


Je  -  sus    is  come! 
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1 r 

glad- ly  I'll  receive  him;     Je  -  sus    is  come!   glad -ly  I'll   believe   him; 
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Message  of  peace,  driving  care  away,     Je-  sus  is  come  to  my  soul  to-day ! 
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Elisha  a.  Hoffman. 
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1.  Some  ot  these  days  the  skies  will  be  brighter;  Some  of  these  days  the 

2.  Some  of  these  days,  in  deserts  up-springing,  Fountains  will  flash,  while 

3.  Some  of  these  days  we'll  bur-  y    oar     sorrow ,  Out   of    the    fu  -  ture, 

4.  Some  of  these  days  God's  wondrous  salva-  tion  Will,  in    its   love,  em- 
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burdens    be  light  -  er;  Hearts  will  be  happier,  souls  will  be  whit  -  er, 

joy-bells  are  ring  -  ing.  Earth  will  be  full     of      joy  and   of  sing    Ing, 

light  we  may  bor-  row;  There  will  be  joy   and   hope  in    the    morrow, 

brace  ev  -  'ry    na  -  tion  ;  All  then  shall  hail  our  King's  cor-o  -  na  -  tion, 
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Some  of  these  days.  Some  of  these  days.    Some  of  these  days  all  sin  will  be 
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banished,  Some  of  these  days  all       e  -  vil  have  vanished,  Earth  will  be 


brighter,  hearts  will  be  lighter.  Souls  will  be  whiter  Some  of  these  days. 
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"And  let  us  net  be  weary 
Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
SOLO  OR  DUET 


in  well  doing 
faint  not."- 


:  for  in  due  season  we  shall  reap,  if  we 

-Gal.  vi ;  9.  J    Howard  Entwisle. 


^ 


^^f-^ 


— ^■ 


1.  If  o'er  thy  way  dark  clouds  are  cast,  Look  np  with  faith    till  they  are 

2.  Has  thou  pray'd  lougaud  fervent- ly,      And  yet  no     an  -  swer  came  to 

3.  Look  up  with  joy,    nor  long-  er  weep.   Thy  God  will  ev   -    'ry  promise 


past.  The  sun  will  surely  shine  at  last,  In  God's  own  time,  in  God's  own  time. 

thee?  Thy  pray'r  will  sometime  answer'd  be, In  God's  own  time,  in  God's  own  time. 

keep,  And  thou  wilt  yet  the  harvest  reap,  In  God's  own  time,  in  God's  own  time. 
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Then  do  not  fear,  tho'  dark  the  night.  But  rise  on  wings  of  faith  sublime, 

wings  of  faith  sublime, 
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daik  the  night, 
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rise  on  wingSjOn  wings  of  faith  sublime, 
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For  ev'rything     will  come  out  right.     In  God's  own  time,  in  God's  own  time. 

yes.ev'rj^thing  will  come  out  right,  In      God's  own  time, 
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4  Tho'  thro'  the  glass  thou  can'st  not  see. 
And  wonder  why  some  things  must  be, 
Yet  thou  wilt  know  each  mystery, 
In  God's  own  time,  in  God's  own  time. 


5  And  would'at  thou  be  forever  blest? 
Just  trust  in  God  and  do  thy  best. 
Then  thou  shalt  enter  into  rest, 
In  God's  own  time,  in  God's  own  time. 
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S^unfitt'mt  nn  ^ou  QSo. 


John  M.  Bakrr. 

Moderato. 


Jmo.  R.  Swemst. 


1.  Oh,  the  world  has  need  of  sunshine  as  you  go,   For  we   oft- en  see  the 

2.  You  can  la-  bor  for  the  Master  as  you  go,      Plant  the  precious  seed  and 

3.  You  will  meet  with  many  trials  as  you  go,     There  will  be  some  self-de- 
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tears   of    sor  -  row  flow  ;  You    can  haste  that  com-  ing  day,W4ien  they'll 
he     will  bid      it    grow ;  Toil  -  ing    on,  whate'er     betide.    With   the 
ni  -  als  here    be  -  low ;    But  keep  look-  ing  still    above.    And    re  - 
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all    be  wiped  away.    If    you    scatter  blessed  sunshine  as  you  go. 

Saviour  by  your  side,  You  can    scatter  blessed  sunshine  as  you  go. 

member  Gud  is  love,  While  you  scatter  blessed  sunshine  as  you  go. 
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You  can  scatter  blessed  sunshine  as  you  go You  can  scatter  blessed 

blessed  sunshine  as  you  go. 
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sunshine  as  you  go;  Oh,  so  many  hearts  are  sad.  You  can 

bless  -  ed    sunshine  as    you  go;  .JL^..^,  ^.         N^ 
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Sttn0t)fne  as  gou  ©o.— concluded. 
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help  to  make  them  glad,  If  you  scatter  blessed  sunshine  as  you   go. 
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Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  The  earth  wasfill'd  with  peace  and  ligh  t,  When  Christ  arose;  The  heavens  trembled 

2.  The  tomb  was  empty  where  he  lay,  WhenChristarose;  And  angels  roll'd  the 

3.  The  soul  of  man  was  born  anew,  WhenChristarose;  The  cross  divine  ap- 
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at  the  sight,  When  Christ  arose;  The  se-a  rejoiced  along  the  sands,  The  vernal 
stone  away,When  Christ  arose;  A  sound  of  triumph  thrill'd  the  air,Theglorious 
pear'din  view,When  Christ  arose;  And  from  the 

A  glorious  light  from  heaven  stream'd, 
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I  valleysclapp'd  their  hands,Themountainssang,  and  all  thelands,When  Christ  arose. 
j  tidings  to  declare,  And  there  was  gladness  ev'ry  where,  When  Christ  arose. 

!         cross  a  radiance  beam'd,  For  ev-  'ry  spir-  it  was  redeemed,  When  Christ  arose. 
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Harriet  E.  Jones. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  Come,  Hoi}'  Spir-  it,     thee    I  am  neediDg,     That     I    lie  filled  with  the 

2.  Come,  Holy  Spir-  it,   dwell  in  me  sweetly,    Come   to  my  heart  all  the 

3.  Come,  Holy  Spir- it,      fill    to   o'erflowing.      Give  mean  anthem  down 
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life  -  giving   bread;       Spir -it     of   blessing,    come  while  I'm  pleading, 
dross     to    consume;       Come  just  this  moment,     fill   me  complete- ly, 
deep     in    my  heart;         If   thou  shalt  ev  -  er        in    me    be    glowing 
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D.S. — Promise    of    Je  -  sus,     Comfort  -  er  precious, 


Fiat.    CHOiius. 
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Come,  that  my  poor  hungry  soul  may  be  fed. 
All  my  whole  be  -  ing  con-  trol  and  illume. 
I     may    to    oth-  ers  rich  blessings  impart. 


Coming,  be  -  lieving, 
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Thou  art  most  welcome,  O   Spir-  it    of    love. 
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sweetly  re  -  ceiviug.    Welcome,  most  welcome,  O  Spir-  it    of    love ; 


opitifht,  1;99,  b;  J.  Howard  Eacviile.   John  J.  Hood,  o«n«c. 


i 


fi  am  &i)tUtvtti  in  ffftce. 


81 


My  strong  rock  for  a  house  of  defence."— Ps.  xxxi :  a. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  I  am  safe  in  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than    I;   This  my  refuge  thro' 

2.  I  am  safe  in  the  Cleft  that  was  riv- en  for  me;  From  thepow'rof  the 

3.  I  am  safe  in  the  Eock  let  whatev  -  er  be-  tide;  Death  and  hell  have  nc 
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storms  e'er  shall  be;  Tho'  my  frail  bark  is  toss'd  on  the  billows'  mad  foam, 
tempter  I'm  free;  Tho'  my  pathway  be  dark  and  the  storms  sweep  the  sky, 
ter-ror  to    me;      I  can  walk  without  fear  thro' the  shadow  -  y    vale, 
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Yet  I'm  sheltered  for  -  ev  -  er  in  thee. 
Yet  se-cure-ly  I'm  sheltered  in  thee. 
For  se-cure-ly  I'm  sheltered  in     thee. 
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Sheltered  in    thee, 


Sheltered    in 
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Sheltered  in  thee,   O  thou  blest  Rock  of  .A.-  ges,   I  am  sheltered  in 

thee,  in     thee,       _       _ 
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Fanny  J .  Crosby. 


^«f  iFatfteflantr. 
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1.  Our  Fatherland,    thy  name  so  dear   Our  souls  repeat  while  strangers  here  ; 

2.  Above  the  stars,   above  the  skies,   Thy  tow'ring  hills  majestic  rise; 

3.  There  Jesus  reigns,  our  Saviour-King,  And  one  by  one    his  own  will  bring, 

4.  No  tears  shall  dim,  no  pain  destroy   The  light  of  peace,  the  smile  of  joy ; 
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And  oh,  how  oft       we  sigh  for  thee.     Our  Father-  land     beyond  the  sea. 
Thy  sunny  fields   with  verdure  glow.  And  fadeless  flowers  in  beauty  grow. 
Thy  songs  to  join,   thy  bliss  to  share,     O  Father  -  land,   ourZi-on    fair. 
No  more  we'll  clasp  the  parting  hand  Within  thy  gates,   our  Father-  land. 


CHORUS. 
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Our  Father  -  laud, 


dear  Father 
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We  long  to 
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press  .     .     .  thy  golden  strand,  .    .    .  And  hail  the  bright       and  shining 

Welong  to  press.we  long  to  press  thy  golden  strand.  "•^ 
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In  thy  sweet  vales,  . 
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dear  Fa-  ther  -  land.     .     . 

dear   Fa  -  ther  -  land. 
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©owe,  ©ome  ©o^JJag. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oai  man,  Jr. 


J.   HOWAHD    EnTWISLE. 
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1.  Come  to    the   Saviour,   Seek  now  his    fa  -  vor,      No  long  -  er    wav  -  er, 

2.  Je  -  sus  will  hear  you.    He  will  draw  near  you,    His  love  will  cheer  you, 

3.  Come,  be   for-giv-en.  Long  you  have  striven,       O   start  for  heav-en. 
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Come  while  you  may;  Hear  him  en  -  treat 
Come  while  you  may;  Sin  -  ner,  be  -  lieve 
Come  while  you  may;  Weep  not   in      sor  - 
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you.  Now    he  will  meet  yon, 

him,     No  long- er  grieve  him, 

row.    Nor  try    to     bor  -  row 
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Now  he  will  greet  you,  Come, come  to  -  day. 
Just  now  re-  ceive  him,  Come,come  to  -  day. 
Hope  from  the  mor-  row,  Come, come  to  -  day. 
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4  Prayers  are  ascending, 
Angels  are  bending, 
Friends  are  attending, 

Come  while  you  may; 
Ere  you  are  lying 
Low  with  the  dying, 
For  mercy  crying. 

Come,  come  to-day. 
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©lose  ®0l>  Mtnvt  no  jfHore. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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R.  SWBNET. 
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1.  Wea  -  ry  child,   thy  sin     for-  sak  -  ing, 

Close  thy  heart 

no    more; 

2.    To     the 

Saviour's  ten  -  der  plead-  ing 

Close  thy  heart 

no    more; 

3.   To     the 

gos  -   pel   in  -  vi  -   ta  -  tioQ 

Close  thy  heart 

no    more; 

4.   To     the 

joy    that  fad  -  eth   nev  -  er 

Close  thy  heart 

no    more; 
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From  thy  dream 

of  pleas-  ure  wak  -  ing, 

O  -  pen  wide 

the 

door. 

Now   the    call 

of  mer  -  cy    heed-  ing 

O  -  pen  wide 

the 

door. 

To      re  -  ceive 

a    full    sal  -  va  -  tion 

0  -  pen  wide 

the 

door. 

To    the  peace 

a  -  bid  -  lug    ev  -   er 

C  -  pen  wide 

the 

door. 
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While  the  lamp    of    life      is  burn-  lug,  And  the  heart    of    God     is 
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yearning,  To   his  lov  -  ing  arms  return-  ing,  Give  thy  wand'ring  o'er. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Adam  Geibel» 


Pi^ 


1.  How  ma  -  ny  sad  partings  we  have  on  earth's  shore,  Yet  there  is      a 

2.  There  death  cannot   en  -  ter  to  spread  his  alarms,     Our  dear  ones  of 

3.  Why  should  these  brief  partings  bring  tears  to  our  eyes?  We'll  soon  be    u- 

4.  There  Christ  is    prepar  -  ing  a    mansion    so  fair,    And  soon    he  will 
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coun-  try  where  friends  part  no  more;   There  from  those  who  love  us    no 

earth  are    not   torn  from  our  arms;      No   more  the  pale  boatman  will 

ni  -  ted      to   dwell    in    the  skies;     With  joy     we  will  gath  -  er    a- 

call     us      to   dwell  with  him  there;  With  joy     we  will    go  when  we 
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more  will  we  roam,  No  more  sad  farewells  when  we  all  meet  at  home, 
sail  o'er  the  foam  To  bear  us  a -way,  when  we  all  meet  at  home, 
bove  yon-der  dome,  And  make  heaven  ring  when  we  all  meet  at  home, 
hear  him  say  "  come,"  To  dwell  ev  -  ermore    in  that  beau-  ti  -  ful  home. 


Home,  home,sweet,  sweet  home,  In  mansions  of  glo-  ry  we'll  all  meet  at  home. 
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£  itnovo  tt)at  ifHs  MrQeemef. 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds. 


J.   H.  FiLLMORB. 
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1.  I  know  that  my  Redeemer         liv  -  eth,  And  on  the     eariii 

2.  I  know   his  promise   never        fail  -  eth,  The  word  he  speaks  .    . 

3.  I  know  my  mansion  he  pre    -  par  -  eth,  That  where  he  is   .    .    . 


again  shall  stand 
it  cannot  die; 
there  I  shall  be ; 
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I  know  e- ternal  life  he  giveth,  That  grace  and 
Tho'  cru-  el  death  my  flesh  as-  sail  -  eth.  Yet  I  shall 
Oh,  wondrous tho't!  forme  he  oar-  eth,  And  he  at 
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are    in     his 


hand. 
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see him  by    and 

last will  come  for 


I  know,  I 


by.      \  And  on    the     earth    . 
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that  Je- sus      liveth.") 
again  shall  {Omit.)  } 
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stand ;     I  know,  I   know  .  .  .    that  life  he 
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giv-  eth.  That  grace  and  pow'r  .  . 
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his  hand. 

are   in    his  hand 
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Jno.  R.  Sveney. 
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1.  I'm  thiukinj^  just  now  of     a   beau  -  ti  -  iul  rest,  Where  sin  has  no 

2.  I'm  thinking     a  -  gain  of  the  pavements  of  gold,  Where  none  ever 

3.  I'm  thinking   of  those  with  the  burdens  laid  down.  The  cross  in-  ter  - 

4.  I'm  thinking     a  -  gain  of     a     rap  -  turous  song,    In  praise  of  the 

5.  I'm   longing  just  now  for  the  heav-  en  -  ly    life,      I  fain  would  be 
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place  and  where  none  can  molest,  Where  all  dwell  in  peace  and  are  perfectly  lilest, 

tread  who  are  hungry  and  cold,  Where  all  may  partake  of  the  sweet  of  tlie  fold, 

chang'd  for  a  beautiful  crown,  Who  share  in  the  wealth  of  that  land  of  renown, 

Lamb,  from  a  glorified  throng,  That  sweetly  shall  roll  thro'  the  ages  along, 

free  from  vexation  and  strife,  And  dwell  with  my  King  wherepure  pleasures 

^  [are  rife, 
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Just    o  -  ver    be  -  youd    in     E  -  den.       Just     o  -    ver  be-  yond    in 
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E  -    den.    Beau  -  ti  -  ful,  beau  -  ti  -  ful     E  -  den;  Close,  close  by  the 


a 


side  of   the  Christ  era- ci- fled,  Just  o  -  ver    be- yond   in    E  -  den. 


iE±5^=i=H!E=^£EiEE^ 


Copyright,  19(X),  by  Liizie  E.  Sweney. 
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eomt  in,  ®  )SU0.0tti  ©nt. 


Fanny.  J.  Ckosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


^^^:^EE 


ie:l2z±i.-z!: 


-■t-^-i^-^ 


:i 


fi- 


-^ 


1.  Come  in, 

2.  Come  in, 

3.  Come  in, 

4.  Come  in, 


come  in, 
come  in, 
come  in, 


O      blessed  One ;  My  heart   is     all  thine  own ; 
O     blessed  One;  Thou  King  of  kings  di-  vine, 
O     blessed  One,  Whose  name  the  angels  praise, 


O    Sun  of  Righteousness,  And  source  of   endless   day, 


^j_._____^_^_ 


Here  make  thy  constant  dwelling  place,  Thy  tem-ple   and  thy  throne. 
My  life*,     my  will,  my   ev-'ry  pow'r,  "Without     reserve  are  thine. 
AVhile  mortal  tongues  in  humbler  strains  There  grateful  tribute  raise. 
Thou  Lamb  of  God,  whose  cleansing  blood  Has  washed  my  sins  away. 


^i 


m^. 


m 


p-^. 


^=f=^ 


I^^r- 


CHORUS. 

u         I  ^     ^     ^ 

:r|2:^_izj-_-=iL— tiJtz: 


Hal     -      le-lu-jah, 

Glory,    halle  -  lu-jah, 

■^  ■0--0-  ■0-    #•    ■#" 

—»—#—»—» — # — •  — 


-#- ^0-'—0~  -0 #- 


0~O-0—0- 

^     1^     ^     t^       P      P  I  I  1  I 

hul     -      le-  lu-jah,  For  the  grace  that  makes  me  free ; 

g!ory,   halle  -  lu-  jah, 

0—0—0—0 — 0 — 0 r" h — *---#— i-F 0 ^- 


-£zrf-Tr—r 


i^i^ 


9^-yrW:^zzSti:^ 


W^^^   t    t 


-^ 


^ 


T.'^ii 


:ii^ 


^  V  V  V   V    i^ 
Hal     -     le  -  lujah. 

Glory,   halle  -  lu-  jah, 


hal     -      le-  lujah 

glory,   halle  -  lu-  jah 


^3t-zi!: 


r-^^ 


ttt 


»— i- 


Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah.  Lord,  to  thee. 


CopyrighU  ISOO,  by  John  R   SwCLej. 
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Lizzie  De  Armond 


-# ^— 


Adam  Geibel. 


y             -^  -w        -w-        -w-        -w-        ^m-                            V •  ^ 

1.  Look  well  to   your  ca-  bles,  my  broth  -  er,  For   sev  -  ered  the 

2.  Concealed  by   the  gath-  er  -  ing  dark-  uess  Are    breakers    of 

3.  So   anch  -  or  your  bark  to    the  Christ-rock,  And   ask    the  dear 


Bi;:2:5ifczp: 


-^-^rr 


4— - 


azz-.«z=-*i:zq: 


^"  ^^ 


M-K 


faith-strands  may  be,     Take  heed  lest  you  slip  from  your  moorings,    And 
sin,  just  at     hand;        O  soul,  there  is  many     a    dan  -  ger  To 

Je  -  sus  to        be        Your  pi  -  lot,  to  guide  you  in  safe  -  ty  To  the 

N     ^     -       i»        ^^  -^ 


F» •^i^p:*^^^— #  ^0- 


CHORUS. 


-U-|- p % ^ N w (— , — r——-\ 1 1-- —  -----I- — K-r i-- 

o  +  rv-nm  _-f  rioo'/^   lizi  /mtI-    /\ti   lifti'o    coo  ^  w       w         ^ 


storra-toss'd  lie  out  on  life's  sea. 
keep  you  from  gaining  the  land, 
shores  of    e  -  ter  -  ni   -   ty. 


J     Zi   \J    \J      ■  y 

Drift     -     -      ing  a  -  way, 


Drifting  a  -  way, 


drifting    a  -  way, 


igg 


U       '  \J      'J    'J     J 

-     iug  a  -  way,  .... 

drifting    a  -  way,                  drifting    a  -  way 
#--    0     0 0— 


-4pi7=7- 


Far  from  the  home  of  the  blest : 

^    ^    s  d*      I     ^0 


-Ui \ 


g,5-if      0        ^ 


^      U        U 


^i 


-A-N — N— N— N 


ina 


Then  anchor  your  soul  on  the  Christ-rock,  For  under  its  shadow  is    rest. 

^-^♦  *  .-. 


U    S!   ^ 


-iT-t: 


»-^  #    # 


#— '-r^-^ 


y. — 9 — ^ — — — ^ — - — f-»— ^ — 9 — ,-, 
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mt'll  ipHeet  ©tjein. 


Harriet  E.  Jonbs. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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}—^- 


^^: 


X   ^I     J.     J.      * * 9-^9-7-^ 


~-F'  '     '    -9^   ^   ■¥.  ^    -ft   -it   tt   -^ 

1.  O     beauti  -  ful  home  of  the  weary,  Where  Jesus  and  cherish 'd  ones  dwell, 

2.  O     beauti  -  ful  home  of  the  weary,     So  far  from  this  valley  of    tears, 

3.  O  kiuiidom  of  beauty  and  gladness,Where  God  and  his  Son  are  the  light; 


1 


5 


^5 


ti 


FT 


g 


Where  never's  a  path  lone  and  dreary.  Where  never  is  heard  a  farewelll 
Where  we  with  our  lov'd  ones  may  tarry,  Throughout  all  the  rapturous  years ! 
Where  nev-  er  are  partings  or  sadness.  Where  never  is  sickness  or  blight  I 


Sometime  we  will  reach  the  fair  portals,  O  blessed  and  peaceful  re  -  treat, 
Oh,  sweet  is  the  thought  of  re-  union,  Up  there  in  the  home  of  the  soul ; 
Sometime,  in  the  home  of  our  Father.  Where  nothing  shall  mar  or  molest, 


*     '-#•  -0-  -0-  • 


^Hf 


as 


And  there  'mid  the  shining  immortals,  Again  our  be-  loved  we'll  greet, 
A   blessed  and  ho  -  ly  communion.  While  a-  ges  on  a-  ges  shall  roll. 
With  songs  of  rejoicing  we'll  gather.  With  those  we  hold  sweetest  and  best. 


J-l-U 


i 


fc5 


T:i-*- 


r 


i 


CHORUS. 


?^=i=^ 


>-^-N- 


-« — S— N 
Iff 


itszn: 


^ # m •- 


•J^" 


We'll  meet  them,  sometime  we  will  meet  them, The  dear  ones  who  lovingly  wait; 

We'll  meet  them, we'll  meet  them.  The  dear  ones, the  dear  ones 


Copjrigbt,  1898,  bj  John  J.  Hood. 
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rit.  ad  lib. 

_V^ r ^-->- 


V^  ^ 


!     We'll  greet  them,  sometime  we  will  greet  them.Up  there    at  the  beautiful  gate. 

{  We'll  greet  them, we'll  greet  them,  Up  there  at  the  gate, 
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v— >- 


->->->- 


->—>—>- 


*-{-0 — # — •- 


-=^— P- 


'-?    >    ^    >    >     i^-^y     i^ 


Annie  S.  Hawks.  Robert  Lowrv. 


:z2: 


g # y-v* 


i^: 


t^- 


•    •*   V   -^     V    ,^       f 


1.  I   need  thee  ev-  'ry  hour,  Most  gracious  Lord ;  Xo  ten-  der  voice  like 

2.  I   need  thee  ev-  'ry  hour;  Stay  thou  near  by;    Temptations  lose  their 

3.  I   need  thee  ev- 'ry  hour,   In  joy     or    pain  ;  Come  quickly  and  a- 


9fc^^t^ 


-9-h^4r' 


^—U- 


a 


V — > 


i 


REFRAIN. 


:i^is: 


-S-r- 


•±^^- 


thine  Can  peace  af  -  ford.       I  need  thee,  oh!  I  need  thee ;  Ev-  'ry  hour  I 
pow'r  When  thou  art  nigh, 
bide,    Or    life     is      vain. 


9^^?B 


^^-7 


9.- 


i^si 


Ei^33 


P 


^ 


s 


need  thee ;  O    bless    me  now,  my  Saviour !     I        come      to      thee. 

# — I — •— # # # r# # # 1 — ^ s 1 — i9— 


1 


4  I  need  thee  ev'ry  hour; 
Teach  me  thy  will ; 
And  thy  rich  promises 
In  me  fulfill. 


I     '     '  I 

5  I  need  thee  ev'ry  hour, 
Most  Holy  One ; 
Oh,  make  me  thine  indeed, 
Thou  blessed  Son. 

Copjright,  1900,  bj  Mary  Kunjon  Lowrj,  renewai.     laeJ  bj  per. 
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J.  H.  E. 


&n  tov  3tm&\ 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 


n  t*                  , 

N         V                     N       V 
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V   ^  '\       m                  •        m 

1       ^      '>       ^     1^       > 

i               '    r 

/L       t— f ^ 1 — 

-^    -     '  AA 

,m— 4— # — # — • — •- 

-#:-^#   *-^*— 5-^-« — -A 

— ' — • — J    J 

,ci            I             11                ^    ^             -       •    -#-  --5-    V    -5-     •  ■" 

1.  On   for     Je-sus!  stead- y     be  your  arm  and  brave;  Onward,  onward, 

2.  On   for    Je-  sus !   tiresome  tho'   the    conflict     be,    Tho'  the  hosts  of 

3.  On   for    Je-sus,     till  the  sound  of  strife  is  o'er !  When  the  great  Com- 

(m\'  ^  A      P        •        P        w 

^  *    p     *  '    '     1         i       ^ 

p    »    p    p 

^— T— T — \ r — \ — 

— — 1 — 1« — ^ — 

y^^ — ^ — 1 1 1 1 — 

-1/ V — V V — w — • — w — 

-A- \- W n—- 

^     •    1 

T    f    \      1 

B.C. — '*0n  for    Je- sus  I"  this  shall  be    the  bat  -  tie-cry,    Ne'er  retreat  -  ing, 


n  *'     N      N    K.              1 

1 

1 

1 

■-     ^       V                 N 

■jU-S — ^^     -5   H*-      -^ — — 

gi 

«_ 

J 

— 1 !v Fv ^  - 

(m — ^    v^>4  ^-i — 

'—•— 

g 

^•- 

J 

\  i:  »0   ;  •   9- 

tr^^  '    ^    ^     — ^ 

■i    !/ 

take  the  shield  and  sword ;      On 

for 

Je  - 

sus! 

standard    of     your 

sin     are  press  -  ing  hard ;        On 

for 

Je  - 

sus! 

striving    for      the 

mand  -  er    calls    for    thee       Thou  shalt 

wear 

a       crown   of    life     for- 

^     R  ^  •  -•-  ^}-    . 

-^ 

-#- 

p 

^'    ^      .  .    ^ 

(m^'T     P    '      P       \           i 

m 

'•" 

» 

» 

p   .     »       P  '     P 

f^.-t-     f  -        ^        m    .      p        ^. 

1             ■             ■             i 

1 

1 

1 

\~^         1-       ^^         ^ 

\ -± —   -^       V i      1 

ev  -    er  press  -  ing    on : 


On      for      Je  -  sus!     marching     on       to 
1  Fine. 


m 


t-^ 


Cap  -  tain  wave,  Press  -  ing 
vie  -  to  -  ry,  End  -  less 
ev  -    ermore,      And    with 


on  -  ward,  trust  -  ing  in  his  word, 
life  will  soon  be  your  re  -  ward. 
Je   -   sus     reign      e  -    ter  -  nal  -    ly. 


^3 


vie  -    to  -  ry, 
CHORUS. 


I 
As 


we    shout    the      glad      re  -  demptiou    song. 


M- 


■d  .--  ^-J-.     »    \i   ■  -9       p.         ' 


ii^=ii&^ 


-^ 


March    -    ing,  marching  on,  ..  .We're  marching  onward  still  for  Je  -  sus: 

Marching  on,  marching  on, 

-!*--*.-•-  JL  ^.   J^  ^.     M.     ^     ^      ^.      .^ 


:g    I     I     I 


t-t-r 


t=t 


-^ — -r 


•*^ y&- 


i 


A-r- 


A 1- 


C. 


[E 


^^ 


m—i^W- 


March    -   ing,  marching  on, .  .  .   Beneath  the  banner    of     the  free. 

Marching  on,  marching  on,  ^ 

^  ^.  .^  #-  A  -«-  -*-•*-.  I  - 


m 


-•_! 


-t— r-r- 


1 — t — t 


Uopjhght,  1897,  b;  Joba  J.  Uood, 
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Ina  Duley  Ogdon. 


P.    P.    BlLHORN. 


1.  If    1  could  on  -  ly  tell  Him  as   1  know  Him,  My  Redeemer  who  ha.^ 

2.  If    I  could  ouly  tell  you  how  he  loves  you,  Aud  if  we  could  thro'  the 

3.  If  I  could  tell  how  sweet  will  be  his  welcome,  In  that  home  whose  wondrous 

4.  But  I     can   never  tell  him  as  I  know  him  ;  Human  tongue  can  never 


brightened  all  my  way;  If  I  could  tell  how  precious  is  his  presence,  I    am 
lonel}--  garden    go,  If  I  could  tell  his  dying  pain  and  pardon.  You  would 
beauty  ne'er  was  told;  And  tell  you  how  he  waits  and  longs  to  save  you,  You  would 
tell  of  love  di-  vine  ;    I    on-  ly  can  entreat  you  to  accept  him  ;  Come  and 


-y- 


;  that  you  would  make  him  yours  to-day.  '^    1^  [/    |p   ' 


sure  that  you  would  make  him  yours  to-day. 

worship  at  his  wounded  feet,  I  know.  Could  I 
seek  him,  and  abide   within   his  fold, 
know  the  joy  and  peace  forev-  er  mine.    Could     I 


tell  it,  could    I 

tell  it,  yes,  I  would.  Could  I 


tell       itjHow  the  sunshine  ofhispresencelightsmy  way, I  would  tell       it. 

tell  it  as  I  should,  I  would  tell  you,  yes,  I  would, 

rxTiHi-*  r^-N^  #-#-#- riTT^*-'-'-^--* — ^'T-^^~0-'-^0-^'^t^''^'t'-0— 

—I tf N >s-\ — i^ — r-w-i—r- — ' \ — ^ ^^ HI 


I  would  tell 
I    would   tell   it 


it.  And  I'm  sure  that  you  would  make  him  yours  to-day. 

I  could. 


^     '^       ^     \  ^  "^    Copyright,  1901,  by  P.  P.  BUhoru.    Used  by  per. 
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aCfje  fLovXt  W^no^attl)  tftt  mns. 


E.  E.  Hewitt 

'  1       !       i 

Psalm  i  :  6. 

Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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-# — 0 — •- \~g- 

— 1 J 1 ^- 

-0 0 0 U,- 

Yh'    'T-T^ 
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^^     ~^     •  ' 
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-^ , wr—0~ 

-  :^-f^ 

1.  The  mountaiu-path  is  rough  and  steep,  The  Lord    knoweth  the  way; 

2.  Thro' sunshine  bright  or  shadows  dim,  The  Lord    knoweth  the  way; 

3.  I'll    followstilltheblood-stain'dtrack,  The  Lord    knoweth  the  way  ; 

C\'  tf  o      «      '  'V       '«       '«       <» 

'^          >          '0           » 

•   1      r     r     0 

1' 

^«  S  ^              i       1       1       1 

, -'1      1      1 ,     i*^ 

r  4 

^      2    '      L 

1              1              1              1 

1      y     ^ 

r    ^ 
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t=t 


i:=± 


fe: 


T 


->5^^ 
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His  mighty  arm  my  steps  will  keep,  The  Lord  knoweth  the  way 
I'll  leave  the  planning  all  to  him,  The  Lord  knoweth  the  way 
And"no  good  thing"  my  soul  shall  lack,  The    Lord   knoweth    the    way 


5II33 


:tii=t: 


•*-    d     •»-'»'     ■»- 


m 


•F^=F^ 


t^^: 


±=i 


t=t 


And  while  I      in    his  love     abide,    And    ev-  'ry  need  to    him  confide, 
A  -  mid  the  windings  of  the  road  He'llchoosethecourse.  he'll  lift  the  load, 
Then   up   and   on,  from  vale  to  hill,   Surrendered    to    my  Saviour's  will, 


He  says  my  feet  shall  nev  -  er  slide.  The  Lord  knoweth  the  way. 
And  lead  me  to  his  bless-  ed  side.  The  Lord  knoweth  the  way. 
His  bless-  ed   purpose    he'll     fulfill,     The    Lord     knoweth    the    way. 


1^ 


t=^ 


■^     -0- 


-K 


\ \ \ f 


CHORUS. 
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r^^=-^ 


t:±Ti=^ 
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■0—^^^ 


He'll  walk  be-  side   me,  He'll  gently  guide  me,  My    Saviour  knoweth,  he 


P^ 


~        I 0-Z 


-»~^ 
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=-53teig 


t— r 

knoweth  the  way;  Oh,  let  me  to  his  hand  cliug  fast  Till  earthly  ills  are 


m 


^ 


-9 — r^--- 

-I — 


'%^^^- 


;33 
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:^ 


prl 


o-  verpast,  And  I  shall  reach  his  home  at  last,  The  Lord  knoweth  the  way. 


I tr^-t 
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%tu\xn,  SaiJtour,  ^ilot  f«t. 


Rev,  Edward  Hopper 
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-Ar—m—, ' 1— ^ ^ • h-^ 
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I r B 


J.  E.  Gould. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Saviour,     pi  -  lot    me,        O  -  ver  life's   tempestuous   sea ; 

2.  As       a    moth-  er  stills  her  child.  Thou  canst  hush  the    o  -  cean  M-ild  ; 

3.  When  at    last      I    near  the  shore,   And   the    fear  -  fnl    breakers  roar 


95±# 


?-4- 


:it 


-i9 


iT 


Unknown  waves  be- fore  me  roll,  Hid- ing  rock  and  treach'rous  shoal 
Boist'rous  waves  o  -  bey  thy  will,  When  thou  say'st  to  them  "  Be  still  I ' 
'Twixtmeand    the  peaceful    rest,   Then,  while  leaning     on   thy  breast, 


Ifcb: 


S 


tm 


f 


3r^ 


^-*- 


::i 


Chart  and  compass  come  from  thee:  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
Wondrous  Sov'reign  of  the  sea,  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
May     I    hear    thee  say   to     me,  "  Fear  not,    I       will   pi  -  lot   thee!" 


9-fcb^i:^ti=li 
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Alice  Jean 
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Cleator. 
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H.  James  Preston 
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1.  What  seed  are  you    sowiug    in  life's    harvest-field,  While  swiftly  the 

2.  Sow  good  seed  at    morning,  at  noon-  tide  and  eve,  And  let    thy  seed 
I         3.  Be     watchful  and   earnest  and  pray'rful  -  ly   sow.  Trust  God  for  the 

'  1^    1^     .    .    1^    ^    ^                           ^    !^  h 


1- 


^-r—^       ^    1       — r-^ S — i^ ^r^^ ^ ^^^ 1 


1^  ^  y  I    u 

bright  moments  fly  ?  (moments  fly  ?)  Each  seed  that  you  sow  will  spring  up  and  grow, 
wisely  be  cast;  (wisely cast;)  Then  joy  shall  be  thine — thou  needst  not  repine, 
sunshine  and  rain;  (sun  and  rain;)  Oh,  sweet  it  will  be     at     harvest    to  know, 


m 
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^-0-  it,  -^  *   -^ 


And  the  harvest  will  come  by  and       by. 
When   cometh  the     reaping   at         last ! 
Thy     la  -  bor  has  not  been  in       vain ! 


'J 

The  harvest  will  come  by  and 
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by,    b\'    and   by,  The    harvest  will  come  by  and    by.    by  and  V)}"-,  Each 
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>w  will  spring  up  and  grow,  And  the  harvest  will  come  by  and  by. 
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Copjnght.  1901.    John , 
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Robert  Drew  Atherlt. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  Keep  thy  heart 

2.  Keep  thy  heart- 


with  earnest     ef  -  fort, 
-thou  shalt  not  stumble 


To  thy  God 
In    the  path 


thine  ear  in- 
of  truth  and 


3.  Keep  thy  heart — dare  not    to     en  -  ter      In    the  broad    but  downward 

4,  Keep  thy  heart — thy    Father       seeth        All  that    is 


to  men   un- 


i!ife 


cline;  Put  away       all  foolish  longings,  Waiting  for    his  will  divine. 

light  If  with  firm  and  earnest  purpose  Thou  shalt  keep  thy  heart  aright, 
way.  Thine  the  narrow  path  that  shineth  Brighter  to  the  perfect  day. 
known ;  Surely  in     the  day  of  sentence  He  shall  claim  thee  for  his  own. 


CHORUS. 


Keep  thy  heart — with  fervent  watching ;  Cleanse  its  courts  with  loving  care — 

Keep  thy  heart —     with     fervent  watching ;  Cleanse  its  courts        with       loving   care — 
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Face  to  face,  in  sweet  commun  -  ion,  Thou  shalt  meet  thy  Saviour  there. 
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Face  to      face. 


sweet    communion, 
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J.  H.  Alleman. 

^ot  too  fast. 


Chas.  K.  Langlbt. 
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1.  "^  hen  the  pen  -  dulum    of   time  shall  for  -  ev-  er  cease  to  swing,  And  Jc- 

2.  When  the  Book  is    opened  there     in    the  presence  of  the  King,  And  the 

3.  There  the    se-  crets  of  the  heart,  good  or     e  -  vil  tho'  they  be,      He  the 
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hovah's  trump  o'er  all  the  earth  shall  sound;      When  the  nations  all  shall  rise, 

shall  sound ; 

millions  crowd  the  judgment  bar  around ;  around ;  When  the  hosts  of  great  and  small, 
Righteous  Judge  will  herald  far  and  near ;  and  near ;  When  the  nations  he  divides, 


^— T-^ 


:-fl — ^^ 

^  ^  h  ^  ,     s 

h     h     N     ^     ,      ^ 

1 — E^ i^ — 0 — d — d 1 ^ ^1 

r-^-r 

'^ — *r~*h 

'\        '[      ^\        *        d 9 ^ 

-  ^'    >'  ^1     1    ^    0,    ; .  ^ 

idnit 

fm       J      m 

J     J   W     J     #       0     0 

■    r 

tsy      •     • 

0-0^0                            #— 

0      0      *      0-     S      S      0  <i    0- 

found  ? 
found  V 
)ear? 

J 

marching  f 

over  thei 

as  the  shep 

orth  in  solemn  tread,  Tell, oh,  1 
e  before  him  stand.  With  the^ 
herd  doth  his  sheep,  Tell, oh,  t 
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tell  me,  on  which  side  will  you  be 
just  up-  on  the  right  will  you  be 
ell  me,  on  which  side  will  you  apj 

9-^«-^ 

^.^L_k_'>    '^_J r_f-J 

--f  '  I  'r  ^  r  r--z- 

H 

1              J      "^ 

J     J 

l(Vi^^ 

'     '     l^    L/ 

1 

On  the  Lord'sside,on  the  Lord'sside,Iwillanswer  when  Jehovah'strumpshall  sound; 
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shall  sound 
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the  Lord's  side,  on  the  Lord's  side,  Safely  gatber'd  with  the  faithful  I'll  be  found. 
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1.  If  our  Lord  should  come  to-night,  With  the  bright  angelic  host,  Would  he  find  us 

2.  If  our  Lord  should  come  to-night.  Come  as  King  and  Judge  of  all.  Are  there  any 

3.  Christ  as  King  and  Judge  will  come,  Tis  recorded  in  his  book  ;  He  will  bid  us 

♦li'- __1 


in  his  vineyard,  Ev'ry  servant  at  his  post?  Thro' the  precious,  cleansing 
here  assembled  Who  would  tremble  at  his  call  ?    Is  there  one,  oh,  is  there 
stand  before  him.  Not  a   soul  will  he  o'erlook !    Are  we  read-  y,  ev-  'ry 
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blood  Are  our  garments  clean  and  white  ?  Are  we  dwelling  in  the  light.  Should  oui 
one  Far  from  Jesus  and  the  light,  Un-  repentant,  lost,  undone,      If  the 
one  ?  Are  we  in  the  raiment  white.  If  the  Judge  of  all  mankind  Should  ap- 


Lord  appear  to  -  night  ?    Are  we  watching,  are  we  waiting  In  the  raiment 
Judge  should  come  to-night  ? 

pear  this  very       night  ?  watching,  watching,  waiting,  waiting  In  the 


:t± 


«: 


Ff= 


ii  t 


_s s. !    J !    J ^    N_ J ^ 


S 


-*— ^ 


i_g,_. 


pure  and  white  ?  Should  we  joy  at  his  appealing 

raiment  pure  and  white? 
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If  our  Lord  should  come  to-night  ? 


,to-night? 
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ffiafee  ^out  ^latr. 


I.  E    DiBKBNGA. 


1.  Take  your  place  in  the  ranks  of  God,  Stand  in  line  where  your  duty    lies, 

2.  Ev'ry    one  has  a    work  to      do,      Ev'ry     one  has  a    place  to     fill, 

3.  Oh,  say  not  that  your  work  is  small,  Do  not  murmur  if  you  must  plod, 

I         I         I         N     ,N 


Press  the  path  that  the  Master  trod,  Fix  on  the  Lord  your  eyes.  Be  your  watchword 
Ev'ry  one  may  be  t:oo.1  and  true.  All  may  be  eaved  who  will.  As   the  Father 
Do  your  duty  whate'er  befall.  Leave  all  the  rest  with  God.  Use  your  talent, 
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Christ  for  all,     All  for  Christ,  your  motto  be  ;    Let  men  hear  your  earnest  call, 
gavehisSon,Willyoutiivetohimyoar  heart?  Think  whatgreatthinjishehath  done, 
hide   it    not,    For   a    purpose  it  was  given  ;  For  some  soul  it  may  be  fraught 
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CHORUS 


I  Now  is   sal- vatiou  free.  Takeyour  place!  take  your  place! 

Will  you  perform  your  part  ?  Stand  inline  where  your 

I         With  all  the  joys  of  heaven. 
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du-  ty    lies  ;  God  will  give  strength  and  grace ;  Fix  on  the  Lord  your  eyes. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
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B.  Frank  Butts. 
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1.  There's  One  above  all  earthly  friends  Whose  love  all  earthly  love  transcends, 

2.  He's  mine  because    he  died  for   me.    He  saved  my  soul,  he  set  rae  free ; 

3.  He's  mine  because  he's  in  my  heart,  And  nev-  er,  nev  -  er  will  depart ; 

4.  Some  day  up  -  on    the  streets  of  gold  Mine  eyes  his  glo-  ry  shall  behold, 
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It     is     my  Lord  and  Christ  divine,  My  Lord,  because  I  know  he's  mine. 
With  joy     I  worship  at  his  shrine.  And  cry,  "  Praise  God,  I  know  he's  mine." 
Just  as    the  branch  is  in  the  vine  I'm  joined  to  Christ;  I  know  he's  mine. 
Then,  while  his  arms  around  rae  twine,  I'll  cry  for  joy,  "  I  know  he's  mine," 
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I    know  he's  mine, this  friend  so  dear, He  lives  with 

I  know  he's  mine,  this  friend  so  dear. 
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charms  .  .  .  around  him  shine,  .   .  .  And,  best  of  all,  I  know  he's  mine. 

Ten  thousand  charms  around  him  shine,  ^ 
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Ef)t  JWastct's  8©ot6:. 


Blackmer. 


1.  As  a  Christian  band,  Forward  hand  in  hand,  To  the  Master's  work  we  go; 

2.  In  our  task  agreed,  Taking  for  our  creed,  All  the  blessed  word  of  God, 

3.  Farassin  hath  wrought,  Hath  our  Saviour  taught  That  the  word  oflife  should  go; 

4.  Bless  the  work  begun,  And  until  'tis  done.  May  we  faithful.  Lord,  be  found; 


y  i '.  .    _ I   . 


To    a    ruined  race  "We  declare  his  grace,  And  endeavor  his  love  to  show. 

We  together  meet,  And  in  union  sweet.  Seek  to  walk  where  the  Master  trod. 

And  we  strive  as  one  That  his  will  be  done,  And  the  whole  world  his  great  loveknow. 

May  our  ranks  increase.  And  in  grace  and  peace  More  and  more  make  us  to  abound. 
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To  the  work,       hand  in  hand,  To  the  Master's  work  we  go; 

To  the  work,  hand  in  hand,  gladly  go ; 
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To   a  ruined  race  We  declare  his  grace,  And  endeavor  his  love  to  show. 
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E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Swenbt. 


1.  Something  more  of    Je  -  sus,      I  must  learn  to  -  day,  Something  more  of 

2.  Something  more  of    Je  -  sus,  When  his  word  I    read,  Something  more  of 

3.  Something  more  of    Je  -  sus,     As  his  work    I     do.    Something  more  of 
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Je  -  sus,  Walking  in  his  way;  Something  more  of  his  life  be- low, 
Je  -  sus,  For  my  present  need;  Something  more  of  his  care  for  me, 
Je  -  sus,      Of  his  help  so     true;     Something  more  of  his  mighty  power, 


More  of  his  journeys  to  and  fro,  Wonder-  ful  blessings  to  bestow, 
More  of  his  ris  -  en  life  I'd  see,  Love  so  e-  ter- nal,  warm  and  free. 
Cleansing  and  keeping  ev  -  'ry  hour,  j\Iore  of  his  joy  thro'  sun  and  show'r, 
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Something  more  to  -  day.  Something  more  than  I've  learn'd  before.  More  of  thy- 
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self,   I    pray;  More  of  thy  love,  blessed  Friend  above,  Something  more  to-day. 
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Fannv  J.  Crosby. 
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Jno.  R.  Swbnbt. 
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1.  O  Church  of  God,  arise!  Reach  out  thy  helping  hand,  And  lilje  a  trumpet 

2.  O  Church  of  God,  arise!  Thy  borders  wide  extend,  And  o'er  the  earth's  re- 

3.  O  Church  of  God,  arise!  Thegrand  old  choral  strain  Of  peace  on  earth,  good- 


let  thy  voice  Go  forth  to  ev-  'ry  land;  Lay  not  thine  armor  down,  Nor 
motest  bounds  Thy  heralds  quickly  send;  Thine  armies  now  are  great,  But 
will  to  man.  That  rang  on  Judah's  plain.  O'er  all  the  world  shall  ring.  And 


cease  by  day  or  night.  To  lift  the  sword  of  gospel  truth,  And  wield  it  for  the  right,  i 
greater  they  must  be,  For  ev-  'ry  nation,  ev'ry  clime  Shall  yet  rejoice  in  thee,   ■£ 
echo  far  and  wide,  And  then  the  King,  thy  Lord  shall  come,  And  claim  his  faithful  s 
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Then  a-  rise  in  thy  glo    •     ry,       O  Church  of  God,  arise! 

Then   a-  rise                         in   thy  glo-  ry,  O  Church,  O  Church  of  God,  a-  rise ! 
-0---9-\ \ #— r.# • i #-r#-S~#— #- 


'Tis  the  dawn  of  the  mor    -    row    that      greets  .  .  .    thy  waiting 

'Tis  the  dawn  of  the  morrow,  'tis  the  dawn  of  the  morrow   that 
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eyes,  But  cloud  and  mist  and  shadow  must  all  be  roll'd  away, 

greets  thy  waiting  eyes, 
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But  cloud  and  mist  and  shadow  must  all    be  roll'd  away,    Before  the 
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Before  the  world 
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the  long-  ex  -  pected  day. 
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Thomas  Moorb.  alt.,  and  Thos.  Hastings. 
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Samuel  Webbk. 
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1.  Come,  y  e  disconsolate,where'er  ye  languish ;  Come  to  the  mercy-seat,fervently  kneel; 
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Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguish ; 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  heaL 
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2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  stray- 
ing, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,fadeless  and  pure. 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  say- 
ing, 

"  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can- 
not cure." 


3  Here  see  the  bread  of  life ;  see  waters 

flowing 

Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure 

from  above ;  [knowing 

Come  to  the  feast  of  love ;   come,  ever 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can 

[remove. 
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William  Henry  Gardner. 


J  NO.  R.  SWBNBY. 


TFir 


On  the  cross  of  Cal-  va-  ry, 


WW 


1.  Onr  Redeem-  er  died  to  save  us    On  the  cross  of  Cal-  va-  ry,     Suflfered 

2.  Tell   of   Jesus  on  the  mountain,  Speaking  to  the  multitude,   Preaching 

3.  Tell  them  all  the  \7ords  of  comfort  Spoken  by  his  loving  voice,    Of  his 
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there  that  he  might  purchase  Endless  life    for  you  and  me;   Tell  to    all    the 
there  the  blessed  gospel,  ^Yhile  he  gave  them  earthly  food  ;  Tell  how  winds  and 
ten  -  der  con-  so  -  lation.  Bidding  troubled  hearts  rejoice;  Tell  them  of  the 
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world  the  sto  -  ry     Of  his  wondrous  sacri  -  fice,  Tell  them  of     his  ris  -  en 

waves  obeyed  him,  Owning  thus  his  majes  -  ty.  When  he  still'd  the  an-  gry 

living    waters,   Flowing   to  refresh  the  soul,  And  the  golden  crown  that 
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glo  -  ry,  King  of  earth  and  Para-  dise.  Tell 

tempest,    On  the  Sea    of  Gal-  i  -  lee. 
waits  us  When  at  last  we  reach  the  goal,  i        Tell,  oh,  tell 


.  the  blessed  sto  -  ry 


To  .  .  .  the  sons  of  men;  Tell  .  .  .  the  blessed  sto- ry    O'er  and  o'er  again. 

Tell  it    to  Tell,  oh,  tell 
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W.  A.  Ogden. 
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5cat-ter-ing 
kat-  ter  -  ing 
5cat-ter-iug 
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1.  Scat-ter- 

2.  Scat-ter- 

3.  Scat-ter- 

m       I 

ing  precious  seed 
ing  precious  seed 
ing  precious  seed, 

by    the  way  - 
for    the  grow  - 
doubting  nev   - 

side 

'  ing, 
er, 
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precious  seed  by  the  hill  -  side;  Scat- ter -ing  precious  seed 
precious  seed,  free  -  ly  sow  -  ing;  Scat- ter -ing  precious  seed, 
precious  seed,    trusting     ev     -    er;  Sowing  the  word  with  pray'r 


o'er  the  field,  wide 
trusting,  know  -  ing, 
and    en-  deav  •  or, 


\J      'J      U 
Scat- ter- ing  precious  seed   by    the  way. 

Sure-  ly    the  Lord  will  send  it     the  rain. 

Trusting  the  Lord  for  growth  and  for  yield. 
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Jll^t^tf 
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ing,       Sow 


ing     at  the 


Sow       -       ing      in  the  morn 

Sow       -       ing      in  the  eve       -      ning, 

Sowing  the  precious  seed.  Sowing  the  precious  seed.   Sowing  the  seed  at  noontide, 


m 
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ifct: 


PP 
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noon        •        tide; 

Sowing  the  precious  seed; 


Sowing  the  precious  seed  by  the   way.  .  .  . 

by  the  way. 
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Jno.  R.  Swevey. 
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1.  We  have  heard    oi*      a   hmd     on  whose  blue,    ether  skies  Not    a 

2.  We  have  talked  of  that  land  when  our  jour-  ney  was  long.  And  onr 

3.  We   are    near-  ing  that  land,   we   are  near  -  ing  the   gate   To  the 


?^- 


i^^^m 


— --^ 


cloud     for   a  moment  can  stay, 

hearts     overburdened  with  care, 

cit    -     y  of  jas  -  per  and  gold, 


And  it  needs  not  the  snn      in  his 
We  have  talked  of  the  blest  at   the 
Where  the  Saviour  to  welcome    his 


JL  _  A  -^ 


splen-  dor  to  rise.  For  the  Lord   is  the  light   of  its    day|:  We  have 

riv   -   er    of  song.  And  how  oft  we  have  sighed  to  be  there  :  And  our 

children  doth  wait.  And  will  gath  -  er  them  in  -  to   the  fold :  To  the 
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heard  of  that  land,  and  its  glo 
faith  has  c^one  tip.  like  a  bird 
fold        of  his  love.      in  the 


ry  we  seek.  Where  the   faith-ful  with 
on  the  wing.  To  that  land       on    e  - 
mansions  a-  bove.  Where  for-  ev  -   er  with 
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Je  -  sus  shall  dwell, 

ter  -  ni  -  ty"s  shore, 

him  thev  shall  dwell. 


Where  the  ros   -  es     of  youth    nev  -  er 

Where  the    joy  bells  of      E   -     den    for 

And  the  eyes  that  ^ve^e  sad       in     his 


fade  from  the  cheek.  And  the  lips      never    murmur,    farewell. 

ev    -  er  shall  rintr,  And  the  soul  shall  be  wea  -    ry     no  more. 

smile   shall  be  glad,  And  the  lips      never    murmur,     farewell. 
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Beautiful     land, 


beautiful       land, 
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O  -  ver   the  roll  -  ing  sea. (rolling  sea,) Beautiful  land,  o  beautiful 
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land, 


Seii^g 


When   shall 
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we  come  to  thee  i 
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beautiful  land, 


When        shall    we  come  to   thee? 
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iFCll  to  ^^tcflo^inff. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Swenbt. 
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1.  O  what  ev  -   er  -  lasting  mer  -  cy  Saved  me,  pardoned,  and  restored; 

2.  Make  my  life  henceforth  a  channel,  Where  thy  love  shall  have  its  way, 

3.  Free,  exhaustless    is  the  fountain,   Help  me  free  -  ly    to    be-  lieve, 


Fill   me  now     to      o  -  ver  -  flowing,  With  thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  Lord. 
Bless'd,  that  I     may  be       a     blessing.    Use  me,  Saviour,   ev  -  'ry  day. 
Riv  -  ers    of    thy  grace  are  promised,  More  and  more  may  I      re-  ceive. 


Give  me  of  the  liv  -  ing  wa  -  ter,  Till  my  soul  is  sat-  is-fied; 
Clos  -  er,  clos  -  er  to  the  fountain,  Hold  my  heart,  my  soul,  my  will ; 
Hap  -  py  thirst  that  keeps  me  coming.    Pleading  still  thy  gracious  word; 


ii^^^^Ei^EEgj^ 


33 


s 
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From  the  wells  of  thy  sal-va-tion,  Be  my  ev  - 'ry  need  supplied. 
Let  the  bless  -  ed  heav'uly  currents,  Richly  all  my  be  -  ing  fill. 
Fill   me  now     to      o-   ver-  flowing.  With  thy  Ho- ly  Spir  -  it.   Lord. 
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CHORUS. 
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Fill   me  now,  fill    me  now,  To    o  -  verflow- 

Fill    me  now,  fill    me  now,  \\ 


ing,  to 
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flowing;   Fill  me  now,  .  .    fill  nie   now,     With  thy  Holy  Spir  -  it,  Lord. 


Fill  me  now. 


fill  me  now. 
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Fanny  J  Crosby. 


W,  H.  DoANE.     By  per. 
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1.  Pass    me  not,    O  gen  -  tie   Sav  -  iour,  Hear    my  humble     cry ; 

2.  Let     me    at    a  throne  of  mer  -  cy     Find     a  sweet  re  -  lief; 

3.  Trusting    on  -  ly   in     thy  mer  -   it,  Would    I  seek  thy   face ; 

4.  Thou  the  spring  of  all    my  com  -  fort,  More  than  life     to     me ; 
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Eine. 
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While  on    oth  -  ers  thou  art  call  -  ing,      Do,    not  pass  me     by. 
Kneel- ing  there  in  deep  con- tri  -  tion,    Help    my  un  -  be  -  lief. 
Heal  my  wounded,  broken   spir  -    it,      Save    me    by     thy  grace. 
Whom  have  I      on  earth  be-  side    thee  ?  Whom  in  heaven  but  thee  ? 


e 


U.  8. — While  on   oth  -  ers  thou  art  call 

CHORUS.    , 


ing,      Do     not  pass  me     by. 


-^ ^■ 


Sav    -    iour.    Hear     my     hum 


U_^_i. 


11 


ble      cry. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr 
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J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  No  scenes  of  mirth  up- on    the  earth   Such  pleasures  can   impart, 

2.  Tho'  sorrows   roll    up- on    the   soul,    And  tears  un- bidden  start, — 

3.  Tho'  we  ma}'  find  the  world  unkind, — Its  wordsmay  stingandsmart, — 

4.  So     we  will  sing  of  Christ  our  King     Till  soul   and  bod  -  y  part, 


:.S=ii:s=s=z?:zzi»:zpf!r==:#: 


1=: 
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As  those  which  come  to  ev  -  'ry   one   When  Christ  is  in  the  heart. 

Yet  still  we  find  sweet  peace- of  mind  When  Christ  is  in  the  heart. 

Yet    all     the  year  the  skies  are  clear  When  Christ  is  in  the  heart. 

Then  we'll  go  home  no  more   to  roam,       If     Christ  is  in  the  heart. 


Em 
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CHOUUS. 
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O    roy  -  al  Guest,  fill  ev  -  'ry  breast,  And  nev  -  er  more    de  -  part, 
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For  this  we  know,  'tis  heav'n  below.   When  Christ  is    in    the  heart. 
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Rev.  D.  W.  Gordon. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  When  from  the  scenes  of  earth  we  rise,   To  find  our  home  beyond  the  skies, 

2.  The  storms  of  life  will  all   be    o'er,   Our  souls  be  tempest-toss'd  no  more, 

3.  Redeemed  from  sin  and  saved  by  grace,   We  shall  behold   his  blessed  fa(;e, 

4.  With  him  in    glo  -  ry  e'er  to    stay,  Where  founts  of  living  waters  play, 
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What  visions  then  shall  greet  our  eyes,  When  we  shall  be 
When  we  have  reach'd  the  golden  shore,  For  we  shall  be 
The  wonders  of     his  love  to  trace,     As  we  shall  be 
And  sorrow's  tears  are  wiped  a-  way,  For-  ev  -  er  -  more 


with 
with 
with 
with 


Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
Je  -  sus. 
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To  be  with  Je  -  sus,  O  how  sweet!  With  saints  and  angels  at  his  feet, 


S^ 
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With  songs  we  shall  each  other  greet.  And  ev  -  er     be        with  Je  -  sus. 
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I  [cre- 

1.  O  love  UDnieasured,Tast  and  deep.Thy  first  glad  chorus  rang  When  o'er  the  new 

2.  'Twas  love  that  from  our  lost  estate  Came  down  to  set  us  free.Andgave  itslife  that 

3.  'Twas  love  inspired  the  angel  host  At  midnight  hour  to  sing,Good  will  to  man  and 

4.  'Twas  love  that  bore  the  cross  for  us,That  we  a  crown  might  wear ;  'Twas  love  un- 

[ barred  the 
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CHORUS. 
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ation's  birth  The  stars  of  the  morn  in  beauty  sang.  The  love  of  God  made  manifest  to 
wehenceforth  Redeem'duntograce  thro' faith  might  be. 
peace  on  earth,Thro'  him  who  is  born  to  reign  our  King, 
gates  above,  And  all  who  believe  may  enter  there. 
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us,  In  the  gift  of  Christ,his  Son,whom  he  spared  not,But  for  sin ...  he  delivered  him 

But  for  sin  he  delivered  him  up.     But        for 
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up, But  for  sin he  delivered  him  up ; 

n  he  delivered  him  up.  But  for    sin  he  delivered  him  up.  But       for  sin  he  delivered  him  up; 
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He  has  redeemed  us,    he  has  redeemed  us,  He  has  redeemed  us  thro'  his  a- 
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toaeiuent  ouce  for  all, He  has  redeemed        us,  he  has  re- 

once  for  all,  He  has  redeemed  us. 


deemed    us,    He  has  redeemed  us  thro' his  atonement  once  for  all 

he  has  redeemed  us,  once  for  all. 


'J     'J     V 


Will.  E.  Witter.  H.  R.  Palmer. 
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§  While  Je-sus  whispers  to  you,  Come,  sinner,  come! 

Iwi 


hile  we  are  praying  for  you,  Come, 
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sm  -  ner,  come ! 
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Now    is  the  time  to  own  him, 
Xow    is  the  time  to  know  him, 


Come, 
Come, 


sinner,  come ! 


fz 


sin-  ner,  come ! 
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2  Are  you  too  heavy  laden  ? 

Come,  sinner,  come! 
Jesus  will  bear  your  burden, 

Come,  sinner,  come! 
Jesus  will  not  deceive  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 
Jesus  can  now  redeem  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come! 


it 


r 

3  Oh,  hear  his  tender  pleading, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 
Come  and  receive  the  blessing, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 
While  Jesus  whispers  to  you, 

Come,  sinner,  come ! 
While  we  are  praying  for  yon. 

Come,  sinner,  comel 
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Slug  uuto  God  with  gladness.  Shout  forth  his  praise  to-day;  Sing  unto  God  with 
: , *-__^.^. 
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gladness,  In  sacred  melo-  dy;       He  is  the  great  Jeho-  vah.  He  is  the  great  Je- 
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ho  -  vah.     Let  all  the  earth  sing  loud  his  praises  now  and  ev  -  er-  more. 
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Sing  un-toGod,        Praise  his  name  evermore;  He  is 

Sing  un-  to  God,  sing  un-  to  God,        Praise.praise his  name,    Praise.praise his  name. 
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God  o- ver  all,  O  praise  his  holy  name. 

God  0-  ver  all,  God  o-  ver  al 


God  o-  ver 

God  o-  ver  all. 
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O  praise  him. 
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all,  O  praise  his  holy  name.        f  He   is  the  great  and    mighty  Je- 

God  o  -  ver  all,  \  For  by  his  hand  ev'rvthing  was  ere- 
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'Tit.  dim. 


hovah,   He  hath  dominion  o- ver  ev  -'  ry  creature; 
ated,  Andby  hispow'reanallcre-(OmzY )    ation  be  destroyed. 
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Wm.  B.  Evans. 
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Organ.     Glo  -  ry 


Glo  -   ry  be  to  the  Father,  and  to  the 
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Son,  and  to    the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost. 


:=i*^-  ^ 


l|    I    M    III    I 

As      it    wa<       in  the  beginning, 
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is  now      and  ever  shall  be,  world  without  end.    A  -  men,  amen. 
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©loser  to  ffiftre. 


L.  R.  Clakk. 


JSfot  too  fast 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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-(5> 

1.  Clos-  er,  still  clos-  er,  my  Saviour,  to   thee,    Clos-  er    to    Je-  sus  now 

2.  Clos-  er    by  day,  tho'  my  sky  be  all  bright ;  Clos-  er,  still  closer  when 

3.  When  to  the  Jor-  dan  of  death  I  de-  scend,  Danger    I'll  fear  not  if 

4.  Clos-  er     to     Je-  sus,  I'm  near-  er   to   God ;     Nearer  the  home  of  the 


:^:az±z=^- 


!S3 


*— r,»-v-g- 


J !_^J . 


I       I        I 


:p: 


is 


t=t; 


I 


fain  would  I     be;     Round  me  his   arm,     on   his    bos- om   my   head, 

fall-  eth  the  night:  Earth  hath  no  brightness  a  -  way  from  his  face; 

Christ  be  my  friend ;  Breasting  the   bil-  lows,  my  death-song  shall  be. 

Christian's  a  -  bode;    Near  -  er   the  great   and  the   glo  -  ri  -  ous  Three, 


ST-"hT~8~S~~i~r^-"T"^~~*~*~r^ — ■*— g-Tr'—'—f-r'^-^T 


:55-^ 


tt-^ ^J^— *— •- 


#-~ 


CHORUS. 


zr 


Near  the  dear  side  which  on  Calva  -  ry  bled. 
Time  has  no  moment  I  need  not  his  grace. 
Clos  -  er,  still  clos-  er,  my  Saviour,  to  thee. 
Near-  er    to  heaven  when  clos-  er     to    thee. 


Clos-  er    to  thee,  still 


r.-z s^— • — • — r^~' — m — •- 
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clos  -  er    to    thee,  Dear  Saviour,  I    want     to    be    clos-  er    to    thee. 
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Jennie  Cranston. 


"  Full  of  grace." — John 


^E 


--fs-H-g— ^-^-p^ ^- 


W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  Glo  -  ry,    ^\o-Ty,    God  is  our  heavenly      Father;  Thro' his  love  he 

2.  Par- don,   pardon,   Jesus  has  purchased  our  pardon;  Thro' his  death  he 

3.  Praises,     praises,  Sing  to  the  Saviour  our  praises!  Hal  -  le  -   lu  -  jah, 

-im '- 


IZZti 


0 0 0- 
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gave  us  his  on  -  ly        Sou,  To     re  -  deem   us,   heirs  of  his  glory  for- 

gave to  us  hope  and     love.       Shepherd,  lead    us   close  by  the  waters  e- 
grace  reaches  e-  ven        me;        Worthy,  ever,  he  who  hath  brought  us  sal- 


=2:^r~ — ' — ' — -- 


-/—/—/- 
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^  III 

i)./S.— Praise  him,  praise  him,  he  is  our  Shepherd  e- 
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Fine. 

CHORUS. 

fei-3=£2l 

:a±^i- 

— 1 ^-r 

-■g ! 9 — J H 

-J^-^-- 

-#^!— •i--#-^#-*f- 

^        -t- -i^ 

^0  ^         ' 

-«■•-#■ 

L^,.j,,.,i.i._J 

ev-  er.  Heav'n  and  earth  adore  him,  the  holy  One. 

ternal,  Coming  down  from  fountains  of  grace  above. 

vation, Throned  above,  our  King  and  our  Lord  to  be. 


Sing,  O       sing ! 


II  '        '        1  II 

ternal.  High  in  pow'r,  he  reigneth  upon  the  throne. 


D.8. 
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Sing  of  the  gracious  Redeemer;  Sing,  O  sing!  his  marvelous  pow'r  make  known. 
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(ttomins  ©ne  fifi  0nt. 


Rev.  Johnson 

n              SOLO 

Oatman,  Jr. 

DR  DUET.^      ^      ^ 

Adam  Geibbl. 
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1.  We  shall  cross  the  mystic  river,  one  b}'  one, 

2.  We  have  seen  our  friends  cross  over,  one  by  one, 

3.  Days  and  weeks  are  passing  swiftly,  one  by  one, 
'        4.  We  shall  cross  the  mystic  river,  one  by  one. 

!       #                      U*       1/       U* 

When  beyond  the  hills  we 
When  at  e-  ventide  theii 
Soon  our  toiling  and  our 
When  the  soul's  eternal 
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see  life's  setting  sun; 
earthly  race  was  run; 
journey  will  be  done, 
morning  is    be -gun; 


With  the  boatman,  grim  and  pale,  Ev-  'ry 
We  have  heard  them  say ''  good-bye,"  As  we 
Then  with  joy  we'll  sail  a-  way  For  that 
When  the  boat  for  us  shall  come,  We  will 


soul  must  shortly  sail, — We  shall  cross  the  mystic  river,  one  by  one.  (one  by  one.) 
stood  with  tear-dimm'd  eye, — We  have  seen  them  cross  the  river, one  by  one. 
land  of  perfect  da}'', — Soon  we'll  go  where  friends  are  waiting, one  by  one. 
sail  away  for  home, — We  shall  cross  to  be  with  Jesus, one  by  one. 
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One  by    one. 

'                                               One   by   one, 

one  by   one.                   We  shall  cross  the  mystic 

one    by   one,     ^_     _^_       m_  •     m_     m        m 
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riv-  er,   one  by    one,  To  that  land  beyond  the  tide.  There  for- 

one  by  one. 
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1 — Vr 

ev  -  er      to 

0-  ^       # — « 

a-  bide, — We  shall 

cross  the  mystic  riv  -  er,    one  by   one. 
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Sarah  Flower  Adams 


L.  Mason. 


I  1.  Near  -  er,    my   God,  to  thee,    Near  -  er      to       thee;        E'en  though  it 

I  I  -^ 


be       a   cross       That   rais-  eth        me,  Still     all     my  song  shall  be, 


P-I: 


_« fS- 


hA 


-G^- 
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f^T 
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-^--f:; 


Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee.   Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  Near-  er    to 


-t-^-Z^^-L-.^ 


-jzrw-^ 


[— 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer. 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee. 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heas-en ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given, 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 


I — r-r 
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.ii'_«-«. 


mm 
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4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  m^  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 

5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 
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3$lejOi0ei)i  MiUt, 


J.  Howard  Entwislk. 


1.  Blessed  Bi    -    ble, Book  of  Gold,     Precious  truths    thy  pages  hold, 

2.  Lamp  of  faith,  my  feet  to     lead,    Bread  of  heav'n,  my  soul  to  feed, 

3.  Word  of  God,   thy  love  im- part.     Fire  my  zeal,  and  cleanse  my  heart; 

Blessed  Bi    -    ble,       Book  of  Gold,  Precious  truths    thy  pages  hold; 


Si 
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Truths  to  lead  .  .  me  day  by   day        All  a   -    long     my  pilgrim  way. 
Living    wa  -  ters  pure  and  free,      Book  of   books     art  thou  to  me. 
Keep  me  ear  -  nest,  keep  me  true,       Ev- 'ry     day     my  strength  renew. 

All    along        my        pilgrim  way. 


'^^f- 


Truths  to  lead 


me 
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day  by  day, 
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Blessed    Bi   -    ble,pureand  true,    Guide  me   all      my  journey  through; 

Blessed  Bi     -      ble,        pure  and  true.              Guide  me  all          my      journey  through 
-ff     P  ^  ^ P-S r-^     P  P-^ r.0—0-0-!- *-! ^0—0-0,± 
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Heav'nly  light     within  me   shine,     Help  me  make    thy  precepts  mine! 

heav'nly  light    with      -      in  me  shine,  help  me  make  thy  precepts, precepts  mine! 
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^  Copyri-ht,  1898,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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Mary  Marsh. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Je-sus  is   my  joy  and    sunshine,     All  along  life's  dreary   Avay; 

2.  And  the  glo- ry  of    his     presence  Fills  my  weary  soul  with  peace; 

3.  Day  by  day  the  way  grows  brighter;  O'er  my  path  heav'ns  golden  ray 

4.  Beauty    never  seen  by     mor-  tals,     To  the  eye  of  faith  appears; 
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His  blest  presence  makes  my  pathway  Bright  as  heaven's  golden  day. 

And  my  heart  is    full   of  gladness — Full  of  songs  that  nev-  er  cease. 

Sheds  its  beams  of  glorious  sunlight,   Like  un-to  the  "  perfect  day." 

As    we  near  the  heav'nly  portals,     Far  beyond  this  vale  of  tears. 
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CHORUS. 


I        I 


9-  r^Jgr^ 


Joy,  joy,  blessed  joy  and  sunshine,  Fills  my  happy  soul  to-day; 

my    happy  soul  to-daj'; 
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Peace,     blessed  peace  is  ev  -  er  mine,   Shining  all   a-  long  my  way. 
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Jno.  R.  Clbmbnts. 
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Jno.  R.  Swenkt. 
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1.  Many  souls  are  siuking  in  the  wreck  to-day,  Lend  a  hand  I     lendahand!    '^ 

2.  Yon  may  rescue  many,  if  the  storm  vou  brave, 

3.  Some  there  be,  thro' toiling,who  have  weary  grown,  L^nd^hand!^    ^    lendahand! 


^^ 


^-#-^-#-#-^ 
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To  the  rescue. quickly  man  the  boat,  away !  Lend  a  hand! 
5ust  you7'  earnest  effort  is  required  to  save — 
Ou  the  wreck  are  many  who  are  far  from  home 


lend  a  hand 


^b 
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Lend  a  hand ! 
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Lend  a  hand  I 
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Waves  are  dashing  high,  soon  'twill  be  too  late.  Grasp  the  oar  at  once,  do  not 
Falls  the  darkening  shade,fiercergrowsthe gale;  Tho'thestormking'smightmaketh 
Push  a-  way,  a-  way!  God  will  surely  bless,  Strength  will  give  to  aid  those  in 


'-  r-TT 
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long  -  er  wait ;  You  may  save    a     soul  from   an    aw  -  ful    fate— Lend  a 

stout  hearts  quail,  Yet  without  your  aid,  naught  can  e'er    a  -  vail —  Lend  a 

sore    dis-  tress,   As  vour  ef  -  forts  be,      so   will    be    sue-  cess.     Lend  a 
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hand!  lend    a    hand!  Lendahand!  lendahand! 

Lend  a  hand !  lend  a  hand !    Lend  a  hand  I         lend  a  hand  ! 


~  Oopjright,  1897,  bj  Jbo.  E.  8wen«T   ^       ^'"^  ~^3 
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To  the  rescue  quick!  man  the  boat,away  I  Lend  a  hand  I  lend  a  hand! 

Lend  a  hand  !      |^^      y       lend  a  hand  i 
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London  Kymn  Book. 


A.  J.  Gordon. 
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1.  My     Je  -  sus,   I         love  thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine  ;  For  thee  all  the 

2.  I     love  thee  be  -  cause  thou  hast  first  loved      me,  And  purchased  my 

3.  I'll  love  thee  in       life,       I  will  love  thee  in  death,  And  praise  thee  as 

4.  In  mansions  of       glo  -   ry  and    endless    de-  light,  I'll    ev  -  er     a- 
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My    gracious     Ee  - 

I     love    thee  for 
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I'll  sing    with  the 
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Saviour  art  thou ;  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  thee,  my   Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

thorns  on  thy  brow ;  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  thee,  my    Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

cold    on  my  brpw.    If  ev  -  er  I  loved  thee,  my    Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

crown  on  my  brow,    If  ev  -  er  I  loved  thee,  my    Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 
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tLnmp  ot  jWfi  iFeet 


"  Thy  Word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  " — Ps,  cxix  :  105. 
Ida  Scott  Taylok.  J.  Howard  Entwislb. 

Andante  con  espress. 
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1.  Lamp       of  my  feet,  Thy     guid     -     ance  lend, 

2.  Light        of  ray  path,    il  -  lume  my   soul, 

3.  Star  of  my  soul,  with  -  in  me  shine, 


Walk       by  my 

Help      me  Thy 

Fill       me  with 
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beams         of      joy 
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Led        by  Thy  hand       I 
Fill        me  with  peace  like 
Let        me  Thy  faith  -  ful 
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can    -     not      stray, 
that  a    -    bove, 

serv     -     ant        be, 


Lamp  of  my  feet,  my  Life,  my  Way ! 
Light  of  my  soul,  Ce  -  les  -  tial  Dove ! 
Star    of  my  soul,    oh,     lead     Thou  me ! 
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Lamp  of  my    feet,  Light  of  my    path!    Lead,  oh,     lead  Thou  me:  . 


Star  of  my  soul,  guide  and  control,     Lead  me   near-  er     Thee !  .  .  . 
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1.  Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthron'd  Upon  the  Saviour's  brow;  His  head  with 

2.  No  mortal  can  with  him  compare  Among  the  sons  of  men;     Fairer     is 
I 


radiant  glories  crown'd,His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow,His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 
he  than  all  the  fair  That  fill  the  heav'nly  train,  That  fill  the  heav'nly  train. 
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I 

3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress, 

He  flew  to  ray  relief; 
For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross, 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 

4  To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 

And  all  the  joys  I  have  ; 
He  makes  me  triumph  over  death, 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 


I  !H 

5  To  heaven,  the  place  of  his  above. 

He  brings  my  weary  feet ; 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 
And  makes  my  joy  complete. 

6  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 
Lord,  they  should  all  be  thine. 
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1.  By   and  b}^  I  know  tliere'll  be,    by    the  shining  crystal  sea.    Snch  a 

2.  Friend  with  friend  again  will  meet,  O  the  welcome  will  be  sweet,   At  the 

3.  Christ  the  Lamb  shall  be  our  light,  we  shall  walk  with  him  in  white.  At  the 

4.  There's  an  in  -  vi  -  ta-  tion  free,  and   it  comes  to  you  and  me,   To  the 

5.  Praise  the  Lord  I  I'm  go-  ing  too,  now  by  faith  the  scene  1  view,  At  the 
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glad  horae-gath'ring  by  and  by;  When  we  walk  the  golden  strand  in  that 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by;  We  shall  meet  to  part  no  more  on  that 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by;  He  will  wipe  a-  way  our  tears,  he  will 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by;  Who-  so  -  ev  -  er  will  may  share  in  the 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by;    By  his  grace  and  mer-  cy  free,  with  the 


bright  and  blessed  land.  At  the  glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by.  There  will  be  a 

fair  and  blissful  shore,  At  the  glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by. ' 

banish  all  our  fears,  At  the  glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by. 

joyful  meeting  there.  At  the  glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by. 

ransomed  I   will  be,  At  the  glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by. 
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glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by,  There  will  be  a  glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by;  When 

I     J      ^      I  ^  [the 


Lord  shall  bid  us  come  to  his  bright,  celestial  home,  To  the  glad  home-gath'ring  by 

t:         t:  fl't:  ^  .#.  [and  by. 
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1.  Go,  look     a  -  way    to    Cal  -  va  -  ry,     All    ye       by    sin   oppressed, 

2.  Of    bro-  ken  vows  and  fail-  ures  oft    Tiiy  heart  has  wea  -  ry  grown; 

3.  Go,  trust- in<;     in     the  blood  a  -  lone,  Bow  hum- bly    at    his    feet; 

4.  One  look    of    pen  -  i  -  ten-  tial  love.  And  sim  -  pie    trusting  faith, 
.m _#_•_# _• ^*_± m 0 • — ^m-± — • • # — ^-^-t. 


And  there   the   dy  -  ing     Saviour    see.   And      in      his  love   be     blest. 
Then    lift     ih}^  long-  ing     eyes    a  -  loft     To  Christ  the   sin-  less     one. 
'Twill   for    the  whole  wide  world  a- tone,     A       sac-    ri  -  fice  com- plete. 
Will    all     the  guilt     of     sin     remove,  And   save  from  end-  less  death. 
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Be- hold,        behold,         behold  the  Lamb  of  God,    Which  taketh  away  the 


Behold, 


behold,  behold  the  Lamb,  the  Lamb  of  God,      | 
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sin  of  the  world, 'y     ^   |  Which  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world 

of  the  world. 


of  the  world ; 


^^ 


^it 


0<9- 


m^^ 


=Er»:g^zj:zr»=iz::p-ii3:^^^— gi:g--|-*-yT---^-q: 
i-i^0-d-d-'-t^^^^ri-^=-^=^^ 

s  w     0  '  \  I  m 


— & 


Behold,  behold  the  Lamb  of  God,  Which  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world. 

of  the  world. 
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We  will  sing  and  make  a  joyful  noise  to  God,  We  will  tell  his  mighty 
We  will  sing  his  boundless  mercy,  ev  -  er  new,  And  his  grace  in  showers 
We  will  sing  of  Christ  the  Saviour  and  his  love,  We  will  worship  our  Re- 
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g-d? 
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wonders    all     a-  broad; 
a  -  bundant  as  the  dew- 
deem-  er-  King    a  -  bove; 
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Of    his  maj-  es  -  ty   and  wisdom  we  will  sing, 
We  will  spread  his  gospel  truths  from  pole  to  pole. 
For  his  kingdom  stretches  wide  from  sea  to  sea, 
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And  a-  dore  him  as  our  u  -  ni-  ver-  sal  King. 
And  his  matchless  love  in  songs  of  triumph  roll. 
And  his  glorious  reign  forevermore  shall  be. 


Joy  and  praise  we  will 

Joy  and  praise 
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raise       ^    '  To  the  honor  of  his  great  and  mighty  name;  Oh,  rejoice, 

we  will  raise     IN      N.      ^  ^       ^s     IN       ^^  Oh,  rejoice, 
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heart  and  voice,        Sing  hosanna,  and  his  wondrous  love  proclaim  I 

heart  and  voice.  love  proclaim 
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1.  O  praise  the  Lord,  when  all  the  sky  Is  rosy  in  the  morn, When  dew-drops  like  the 

2.  O  praise  the  Lord,  when  uoontideglow  Succeeds  the  early  ray,  Amid  the  rush  and 

3.  O  praise  the  Lord,  when  sunset  hues  When  sweetly  sounds  the 

^  Shall  light  the  western  sky, 
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diamonds  bright,The  blushing  flow'rs  adorn;  When  youth  and  joy  go  hand  in  hand, 
stir  of  life,  Let  him  direct  thy  way;   To  him  who  ruleth  o  -  ver  all,  Thy 
vesper  bell,  And  evening  draweth  nigh;  Then  look  beyond  the  shades  of  night.  To 
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life's  delightful  way,  O  lift  the  heart  to  God  on  high,  And  for  his  blessing  pray^. 

grateful  thanks  are  due;  Go,work  for  him  who  died  to  save,  And  lift  thy  voice  anew 

that  fair  morning  shore,  Where  angel  hallelujahs  roll,  And  joy  dwells  evermore. 
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O  praise  the  Lord !  .  ,  .  O  praise  the  Lord!  His  saving  pow'r  proclaim; 

O  praise  the  Lord !  O  praise  the  Lord  ! 
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O  praise  the  Lord !  .  .  .    O  praise  the  Lord ! 


O  praise  the  Lord ! 
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.  And  magni- fy  his  name 

O  praise  the  Lord  !  i 
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1.  It  may  not  be  on  the  mountaiu's  height,  Or    o-  ver  the  stormy      sea; 

2.  Perhaps  to-day  there  are  loving  words  Which  Jesus  would  have  me  speak— 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  lowly  place,  In  earth's  harvest  fields  so  wide — 
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It  may   not  be     at  the   battle's  front    My  Lord  will  have  need  of  me ; 
There  may  be  now   in  the  paths  of  sin  Some  wand'rer  whom  I  should  seek — 
Where  I   may  labor  thro'  life's  short  day    For  Je-  sus  the  cru  -  ci  -  fied — 
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But,  if     by  a  still,  small  voice  he  calls   To  paths  that  I  do    not  know, 
O    Saviour,  if  thou  wilt  be  my  guide,  Tho'  dark  and  rugged  the  way, 
So    trusting  my  all  to  thy  tender  care,  And  knowing  thou  lovest    me, 


^ 


'11  answer,  dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  thine, 
My  voice  shall  echo  thy  message  sweet, 
I'll      do    thy  will  with  a  heart  sincere, 


I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 


1 — r 


rfrr^ 


_l_L  Li 


I 


s 


1^^-;^ 


.>_^- 


jr-iT-y-lTT^ 


I 


REFRAIN. 

N-r-N 


^ 


^ N— N-S- 


^^■^   M  !     I 


:i}=: 


*=^ 


# — *-^^ 


I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear  Lord,  Over  mountain,  or  plain,  or  sea; 
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I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say, dear  Lord,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
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There's  not  a  friend  like  the  low-  ly    Je-  sus,  No, 

No  friend  like  him  is   so  high  and  ho-  ly,  No, 

There'snot  an  hourthat  he  is    not  near  us.  No, 

Did  ever  saint  find  this  friend  forsake  him  ?  No, 

Was  e'er    a  gift  like  the  Saviour  given  ?  No, 


T 


not  one !  no,  not  one ! 
not  one  !  no,  not  one  ! 
not  one !  no,  not  one ! 
not  one !  no,  not  one ! 
not  one !  no,  not  one ! 
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None  else  could  heal  all  our  soul's  dis  -  eas-  es, 
And  yet  no  friend  is     so  meek  and    lowly, 
No  night  so  dark  but  his  love  can  cheer  us. 
Or    sinner  find  that  he  would  not  take  him  ? 
Will   he    re-  fuse    us    a  home  in   heaven  ? 


-^  T; 


No, 
No, 
No, 
No, 
No, 


I 
not  one !  no,  not  one ! 
not  one !  no,  not  one ! 
not  one !  no,  not  one  I 
not  one !  no,  not  one ! 
not  one  I  no,  not  one ! 
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D.8. — There's  not  a  friend  like  the  low-ly    Je-  sus,     No,  not  one !  no,  not  one 
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Jesus  knows  all  about  our  struggles,  He  will  guide  till  the  day  is  done, 
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1.  Just    o  -  ver  the  ocean     is  our  home  on  high,  Where  we  all  wiL 

2.  Our  house  is    all    ready     in  the  promised  laud,    It  was  built  and 

3.  The  road  has  been  weary,  and  the  way  been  long.  But  our  hearts  are 

4.  Our  dear  ones  are  watching  as  we  near  the  shore,  How  we  long  to 
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gath-  er        and      rest    by  and  by ;  We've  a    mansion    far    above  the 
modeled   by   the  Lord's  own  hand  ;  He  will  lead   us      o-  ver  when  this 
cheer-  y  with  the  Lord's  own   song ;  See,  the  lights  are  gleaming  o'er  the 
join  them,     to       part    never  more;  Thro' the  golden    cit- y  with  them 


vaulted  dome,  We  shall  soon  be      o  -  ver,  we    are    al  -    most  home, 
life      is    o'er,  Where  beneath  its     portals    we  will  rest    ev-  ermore. 
o  -  cean  foam.  And  our  joy     is    beaming,  we  are     al  -    most  home, 
we  will  roam,  Don't  you  hear  the  singing?  we  are    al  -    most  home. 
•^     #-  ^      #.     #.  ^        I         .^     .^ 
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We  are     al      -      most  home,  we    are 

almost  home,  almost    home, 
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al        -  most  home, 

we  are    al  -  most    home. 
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Just   a     few  more   tri-  als,  just 
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few  more  tears,  Just  a    few  more 
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troubles,  just  a  few  more  fears,  Then  we'll  cast  the  anchor,  never  more  to  roam*, 
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We  will  soon  be  over,  we  are  almost  home,  we  are  al      •      most  homo. 

almost,    almost       homct 
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1.  A  feast  of  love  to  -  gether,      A   glorious  feast  is  ours.  Where  dews  of 

2.  A  feast  of  love  to  -  gether,  When  heart  and  soul  maj^  rise  Above  these 

3.  A  feast  of  love  to  -  gether,  Where  God  himself  presides;  A   feast   of 

4.  A  feast  of  love  to  -  gether,  And  while  our  voices  blend.  We  look  with 
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grace  are  falling,  Like  summer's  balmy  show'rs. 

earthly  longings,  Beyond  those  changing  skies. 

love  and  blessing  His  gracious  hand  provides. 

ho  -  ly  rapture  To  one  that  ne'er  shall  end. 
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A  feast  of  love  to-  day, 
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To  help  us  ou  our  way;  With  Christ  our  elder  brother,  A  precious  feast  to-day. 
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1.  In   that  glorious  morning  l)rig]it,     We  sliall  be    ar- rayed  iu    white, 

2.  We  shall  join  the  an- gel  band,     And  with  harp  and  crown  shall  stand 

3.  We  shall  gath-er    on    the  shore,    When  the  cares  of    life   are     o'er, 

4.  With  the  saints  of  oth  -  er   days,       We  shall  sing  the  Saviour's  praise, 
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Fill'd  with  gladness  and  de  -  light.       In    tlie  blissful    some  -  where. 

Near  the  throne,  at  God's  right  hand,  In    the  gold-  en    some  -  where. 

And  the  tears  shall  fall  no   more;     We  shall  gather    some-  where. 

And  the  sweetest  anthems  raise ;     We  shall  worship  some  -  where. 
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Somewhere, somewhere,         somewhere, somewhere,  Bowing  low 

Somewhere, somewhere, Bowing  low  ....   before  the 


before  the  King,  Strains  of  melody,  of  melody  we 

King Strains  of  mel     -      ody  we'll  sing,  .  , 

^  N  :    ^  ^.   I    .s  I  N   1     N    !    ^  I   ^  I 

^  tf'  a  4  #»  >*   • ^ 


I    U  I    '^ 

ing,  While  the  arch  a  - 

While  the  arch  ....  a- 


I  M  ^ 
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hove  shall  ring,  above  shall  ring.  Somewhere, somewhere,  somewhere, somewhere. 

bove  shall  ring, Somewhere, somewhere 


9s^=t2 
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E.  A.  H. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  I   must  tell   Je  -  sns  all     of    my   tri  -  als;     I    cannot  bear  these 

2.  I   must  tell   Je  -  sus  all     of    my  troubles ;  He    is    a    kind,  com- 

3.  Tempted  and  tried,  I  need  a  great  Saviour,  One  who  can  help  my 

4.  O  how  the  world  to  e  -  vil    al  -  lures  me!     O  how  my  heart    is 


#— «#— #^Lj::-f-   s— ^0—0-^0-^—0-^ -0—S0—0-^Jr^-0-^~0 0 #-L 


burdens  a  -  lone ;  In  my  distress  he  kindly  will  help  me  ;  He  ev  -  er 
passion-  ate  Friend  ;  If  I  but  ask  him,  he  will  de  -  liv  -  er,  Make  of  my 
burdens  to  bear;  I  must  tell  Je- sus,  I  must  tell  Je- sus;  He  all  my 
tempted  to    sin  !        I  must  tell  Je-  sus  and  he  will  help  me    O-  ver  the 


lEt^^tFf^ 


— *- 


:^=r- 


-^: 


CHORUS. 


#-•— « 


-5 — ^0-^-0 *—\— 


loves  and  cares  for  his  own. 

troubles    quickly    an  end. 

cares  and  sorrows  will  share, 

world  the    vict'ry      to  win. 


U       U       l^       \ 
I    must  tell  Je  -  sus, 


I  must  tell 


-^— N- 
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Je  -  sus,     I     can-  not  bear    my     burdens 


lone;        I  must  tell 


m. 


rit. 


Je  -  sus,    I  must  tell  Je  -  sus ;  Je-  sus  can  help  me,  Je-  sus    a  -  lone. 


-«-' 


m^ 


:F?--1=i:i: 

f0^mLl\ 

-L| 1 


iit 


Miu>i 


Cop.-rifht.  1  94.  by  Ihe  ISoffm»D  Miu>ic  Co.    Cie'i  by  Perj 


0—f-sr='. 


ms^MM^ 


138 


mt  mnitmVff  ^lea. 


H.  B. 


Andante  con  espress. 

—\ N — s — N — ^ — N- 


Com.  Herbert  Booth. 


\  Canst  thou  still  in  mercy  think  of  me,  Stoop  to  set  my  shackled  spirit  free? 

I  y   f  Yet,  why  should  I  Tear,  hast  thou  not  died  That  no  seeking  soul  should  be  denied? 

'■  \  By  the  love  and  pity  thou  hast  shown,  By  the  blood  that  did  for  me  atone, 

o  J        All  the  rivers  of  thy  grace  I  claim,    Over  ev'ry  promise  write  my  name; 

■  \  Bid  me  rise  a  free  and  pardon'd  slave.  Master  o'er  my  sin,  the  world,  the  grave; 


S 


1^¥=^ 


h  ^ 


^=«=«=*= 


->— >^^— >-v- 


i3l5 


■t^-o< — U    u 


J=^ 


Stain'd  with  guilt,  myself  abhorring,  Fill'd  with  grief,  my  soul  outpour-  iug; 
To  that  heart  its  sin  confess- ing,  Canst  thou  fail  to  give  a  bless  -  iug? 
As     I    am    I  come,  believ  -  ing,     As  thou  art  thou  dost,  recelv_-__ing, 
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^ 
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Raise    my  sinking  heart,  and  bid    me      be      Thy  child     once      more! 
Bold  -  ly   will    I  kneel   be  -  fore  thy  throne,   A    plead  -  ing       soul. 
Charg  -  ing   me   to  preach  thy  pow'r  to    save,     To      sin  -  bound    souls. 


2:     n     -^ 


E^ 
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Grace        the'-e  is  my  ev'ry  debt  to    pay.   Blood  to  wash  my  ev-  'ry 

Grace  there  is  my  ev    -      *ry  debt    to      pay,      Blood  to  wash  my    ev      -      'ry 

I  45.    .*.    ^   it     ^  ^ 
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sin  away,  Pow*r        tokeepmesinlessdayby  day,  For  me,    for        v.v 

sin    a-  way,  Pow'r  to  keep  me  sin    -     less         day  by  day,  For   me,   for  me,  for  t\ic 

I     rlj     I 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


iS^a^^S  Etttle  Bat0S. 

For  Primary  Department. 


I? 


B.  Frank  Butts. 


A- 
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1.  I'm     a      lit  -  tie  dai  -  sy,     Singing   as      I     grow,     For  the  gen  -  tie 

2.  Pretty     lit  -  tie  blossoms,   Yellow,  white  and  red  ;       O  -  ver   hill  and 

3.  God  who  made  the  daisies  Loves  and  keeps  them  too,  Sends  them  rain  and 

4.  So   our  heav'nly   Fa- ther,    In   his  ten- der  love,    Sends  the  lit  -  tie 

N      ^      h 


i^ 


gzzFf    !     I — I — Eg=E-f — ^ — r^=rf 
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CHORUS. 
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Sav  -  iour  Love's  me,  this  I    know, 
val  -  ley,     Ev'ry  where  they  spread, 
sunshine,      Pearly  drops  of    dew. 
children     Blessings  from  a  -  hove. 


^      ^     ^     ^     > 
Happy,  happy   lit  -  tie    dai  -  sy, 

^     ^     ^     JL     ^ 
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Let  us  be  like  you.      Smiling  in   the  sunshine,  Loving,  pure  and  true. 

s 
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®ur  Wuitins  lE^^tn. 
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Moderato. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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5     ^  II 


iE£^£SS^ 


Our   waiting   eyes  are  unto  thee,  O  Lord,    Help  us  to  worship  thee  in 
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eves. 
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-t? — y- 
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3^S 


spirit  and  in  truth;  Help  us  to  praise  and  hear  thy  word,  To  praise  and 

I    I    I 
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i^     U' 


Andante  con  express. 


hear  thy  ho  -    ly       word.  Look  down,0  Lord,  ....    upon    us 


-!«*•        -^        -«^'         -f^-*         -»'5>-*        ♦•. 
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Look  do\vn,0  Lord, 
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now,  ....    As  we  before thy  footstool  bow ;  ....  Ohearonr 

upon   us  now.  As  we  before  thy  footstool  bow; 


^^^H^- 
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pray  r,  ....  forgive  our  sins,  .  .  .  Accept  and  bless  ....    for  Jesus' 

O  hear  our  pray'r,  our  sins.  Accept  and  bless 
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DUET. 


N-l r-,-- + Sr-T r-r 


sake.  Look  dowDjO  Lord,  upoQ  us  now,  As  we  before  thy  footstool  bow; 

for  Jesus'  sake. 


-v-^ 
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QUARTET. 

p^  Sloicer. 
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Ohearourpray'r,forgive  oursinSjFor  Je- sus' sake,      For  Je  -  sus'  sake. 
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Alfred  Tennyson. 
QUARTET 

i: — i-  ^ — 


evo^i^tns  tfte  3Sar. 


Adam  Geibel. 
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7/2/    cres.  j      |(^m.  . 
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•  L,^  #^^#-# 


[the 


1.  Sunset  aud  evening  star,  And  one  clear  call  for  me!  Andmay  therebenomoaningof 

2.  Twilightandeveningbell,Andafterthat  chedark!  Andmaytherebenosaduessof 

[fare- 


9^=^ 


2:2+; 


.».•_»_« #_ 
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/?  I  eves.  cres.  \    f  \ 


#  --#- 


bar  AS^hen  I  put  out  to  sea.  But  such  a  tide  as  moving  seems  asleep,  Too  full  for 
!      well  When  I  embark.  For,  tho' from  out  our  bourne  of  time  and  place  The  flood  may 


±21 


i[ 


STT 


fe!;2 
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dm.  e  r2Y. 


tr 


--^^%±^- 


-i-m—0- 
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sound  and  foam,When  that  which  drew  from  out  the  boundless  deep  Turns  again 
bear  me  far,    I  hope  to  see  my  Pilot  flice  to  face  Whenlhavecross'dthebar. 
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3oSiiul  ^rntsejs. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 

-» *--» — a 

Adam  Geib2L. 

1.  Praise,  joyful  praise,  Ho- ly  Father,    to  theel 

2.  Each  day  is   tell-ing  thy  goodness  a -new; 

Anthems  are  swelling,  like 
Each  star  that  sparkles  on 

9'-^     r--f=-     '-Ui^ 

-■^=^^ 

— 1 1- ^ ^ #-^-#— 
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•      ^    '      1/-^           ^ 

1 

^T     ^     ^    1^^^ 

^ 
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waves  of  the  sea,  Songs  of  redemption,  of  gladness  and  love  Blend  with  the 
midnight's  dark  blue  Ech-oes  the  sto  -  ry  of  guidance  and  care.  Calls   us   to 


.#.' 


V — 7—^ 


-1:2 ?^j^9 ^ 'Mzrz — m.^m-zL^—r-'  ,  ~ 

.-MZ:^ » — . M-  •  — y-Hp' : > L   »        » 


-^ — V- 
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I 

cho  -  rus  resounding    above;   Hosts  of  the  ransomed,  in  garments  of  white, 
thankfulness,  moves  us  to  pray'r;  Thy  wondrous  bounty  provides  for  our  need, 


Singing  "salvation  and  glory  and  might;"  Pilgrims  below  Sing  as  they  go, 
Thy  hand,  so  gentle,  thy  people  will  lead;  Pilgrims  below  Sing  as  they  go. 


i 


v-i- 


"  Father,  from  thee  all  our  mercies  flow."     Joy-   ful  praises,  joy    -   ful  praises, 

"Father,  from  thee  all  our  blessings  flow."  Praise  to  thee,  praise  to  thee. 


Copjngbt.  Id98,  isra.  by  JobD  J.  Uood. 
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-*^- 


r^^ 


I       I         1  I       I         I  I 

Angel  bands  are  singing;     Joy     -     ful praises,  joy    -     ful praises,  We  thy 

Praise  to  thee,  praise  to  thee. 
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^^ 


children  bringing ;   Joy    -    ful  praises,  joy    -     ful  praises,  Hearts  and  voices 

Praise  to  thee,  praise  to  thee, 


■i IK m. m- 
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:d=i 


I  I  I 

ringing;     Jo\"     -     ful  praises,  joy    -     ful  praises,  Lord,  we  give  to  thee. 


Praise  to  thee. 


^i 
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praise  to  thee, 
P— «— »— 
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A  -    men. 
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1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  I  |  shall  not  [  want.   |  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down 

in  green  pastures:  He  leadeth  me  beside  the  still  |  \va-  |  ters. 

2  He  restoreth  my  soul :  He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  for  his  | 

name's  |  sake.  ||  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  I  will  fear  no  evil:  for  thou  art  with  me;  thy  rod  and  thy  staif 
they  I  comfort  |  me. 

?-  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies:  Thou  a- 
nointest  my  head  with  oil ;  my  |  cup  runneth  |  over.  ||  Surely  goodness 
and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life:  And  I  will  dwell  in 
the  house  of  the  Lord  for-  [  ev-  |  er.  |i  A-  j  men. 
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E.  E.  Rkxfoiid. 


Mo  ^our  ]3c)9t 


Jno.  R.  Bryant. 


1.  If  clouds  blot  out  the  sunshine    A-  long  the  path  you  tread,  Don't  grieve  in 

2.  A-  way  with  vain  repin  -  ing !  Sing  songs  of  hope  and  cheer,  Till  many  a 

3.  So    in    the  time  of  trouble     Let  not  your  courage    fail,  The  clouds  must 


4t—pt. 
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rf-r— p-^-:j=Z■-:^=q=z-■4a 
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hopeless    fashion,     And  sigh  for  brightness  fled  ;    Beyond   the  cloud  the 

wea  -  ry   comrade  Grows  strong  of  heart  to    hear ;     He  who  sings  o  -  ver 

sometime  van  -  ish,   The  sun    at  last  pre-  vail;  Trust  we  th' e- ter  -  nal 

f .    . — .      f-     f- ♦ 
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sunlight  Shines  in  God's  changeless  plan,  Trust  that  the  way  will  brighten, 
trouble,   With  faith  in  God    a  -  bove,  Sees  thro' earth's  clouds  the  sunshine 
goodness,   The  all-wise  Father's  plan.    And,  brave  with  hope  and  courage, 


»— ^^*— « 


■t— r 


f=F 
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fal-  ter,   Keep  faith  in  God  and    man.    And  all      a-  long  life's  pathway 
Fine,  chorus.  p.^ 

N    ,  ,      V    I     I  ^^ — ^  n__N  _.S_ 
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And  do  the  best  you  cauT 
Of  God's  e  -  ter  -  nal  love. 
Do  just    the  best    you     can. 


'^-^^rrn 


1    "    J    _ 

Then  do  ...  .    your  best,  .  .  .    Yea, 

Then  do    the     best  you  can. 


1^        I     -  I 

Do  just    the  best    you     can. 
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*    St  -^  -^  tt^  "^     ^  1/ 1     'y    I     1/ .  _ 

do  the  best  you  can;  Then  do  .  .  .  your  best, '    Yes,  do  the  best  you  can; 

Then  do  the  best  yon  can. 
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Copjiiclit.  1809.  bj  John  J.  Hood. 
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E   E.  Hewitt. 


1.  Helped  by  helping  others;  'Tis   a  (lolden  rule,  Learned  by  happy  lessons 

2.  If   we  lift   a  neighbor     To    a   nobler  plane,  On  the  mount  ot  blessing, 

3.  If  we  love  the  Master,  Not  for  self  we  live;  Strength  and  sunny  gladness 


;^5:fc^: 


WSE,^ 


In  the  Master's  school ;     In   the  dai- ly  conflict  We  shall  stronger  grow, 
Higher  ground  we  gain  ;    Taking  from  his  shoulder  Heavy  loads  of  care, 
We  must  freely  give;      Cheering  up    a  comrade,    As    we  pass  along. 
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CHORUS. 
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If    we  help  an-  oth  -  er     O  -  vercome  the    foe.       Help-  ing    oth  -  ers, 
Lighter  seems  the  burden  We  ourselves  must  bear. 
Love's  sweet  notes  re-echo,  Fill  our  hearts  with  song. 
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'tis  a  blessed  way,  Helping  others,  practice  it  to-day  ;  Help'd  by  helping 


others,  'tis  the  way  that  wins.  Help'd  by  helping  others,  heav'nly  joy  begins. 


Living  Hymn 
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Bare  to  tie  Srue. 


Alice  J    Cleator. 
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J.  Howard  Entwislb. 
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1.  Dare  to  be       true      if  the  tempter  as  -  sail,  Firmness  of  pur-  poseo'er 

2.  D.ire  to  be       true  tho'  thoa  standest  a-  lone,  Bare  to   be  true    till  the 

3.  Dare  to  be       true,  for  the  Saviour  has   said,     ''  I  will  be  with  thee — O 
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(7. -Dare  to  be       true      if  the  tempter  as  -  sail,  Firmness  of       pur- poseo'er 
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sin  shall  pre  -  vail;  Trust  in  the  Lord  and  thy  streno;th  shall  not  fail, 
vict'ry  is  won;  Till  from  thy  side  the  dark  tempter  has  flown, 
be  not    a    -    fraid,"  Trusting  in        him  thou  canst  not  be  dis  -  mayed. 
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u     u     ^ 
sin  shall  pre  -  vail ;    Trust  in  the     Lord  and  thy  strength  shall  not  fail. 
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;          Dare  to     be       firm        and        true. 

Dare,           oh,  dare  to      be 

i  ^*         «         m         m 
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Dare  to     be       firm 


and 


true. 
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true, 


i^^^Efc 
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jMight    -    y     tho'  Sa  -  tan's      art,        Trust  in    the 


^7={=c=EE 
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r-^- 


■s^- 
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Lord,      He  will  strengthen  thy     heart, 


Dare 


to     be 


wt 


7-^- 


T-#-#- 


Copjrigbt.  1901.     John  J.  nood,  owner. 


Play  in  octaves  if  desirable. 


t--- 


Bate    to     fit    ©rut*— CONCLUDED. 
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B.C. 


firm    and     true: 


Dare 


to     be   firm    and     true 


m^ 


7-?-*: 


e«: 


I:?;£?±HJ 

true. 


^^ 


Wm.  H.  Gardner. 

DUET.— Alto  and  Tenor. 


Prirfert  mt0t 


±t- 


H.  James  Preston 

1== 


^] 


1.  Wea-  ry  souls  in  darkness  drifting,  Hear, oh. hear  this  message  blest; 

2.  Come  to  him,  in  all  your  weakness,  You  will  be      a  welcome  guest; 

3.  Come,  tho'  ye  may  seem  but  worthless,  Lowly  hearts  he  loves  the  best ; 


^1^4 


^J^  i 


^^ 
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Tell  your  sorrows  to  the  Saviour,  And  je  shall  find  perfect  rest. 
Ten-der-ly  his  hand  will  guide  you  To  the  realms  of  perfect  rest. 
Aft  -  er    all  your  wea  -  rv  wand'ring   Ye  shall  find    his   perfect  rest. 


-"^  I     \     ,  ^     -^     ^ 
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CHORUS./ 
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5=t: 
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No  more  sorrow,    on  the    morrow,     Joy  will  henceforth  fill  thy  breast; 


^=5^ 


I — #- 


-' ^ 1 1 , 1-^ m la — i-i w "^ ^^— 1 — I ■ — I 


i 


s 


;fe 


Hi.  ad  lib. 
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No  more  sadness!  endless  gladness,  When  you  find    his   per-  feet  rest. 

r     r     J  J    \       y   iT  ^ 


Copjright,  1901.     J&Lu  J.  Houd,  owner. 


148    Wnl'kinQ  and  STalfetn^  vucto  Jfcstte. 


L.  E.J. 


L.  E.  Jones. 


1.  Walking  aud  talking  with  Je  -  sus,   Safe  on    my    journey     I        go; 

2.  Walking  and  talking  with  Je  -  sus,   Trusting  his  pow  -  er    di  -  vine; 

3.  Walking  and  talking  with  Je  -  sus,   Free  from  my  burden  and    fear; 

4.  Walking  and  talking  with  Je  -  sus,  Kept  b}'   his  won-der- ful    love; 
^     ^     ^     ^     ^  ♦  iP^i^i^>^ 


Ea3 


Why  should  I  stray  from  his  keeping,  When  he  such  mer  -  cy  doth  show  ? 

He    is    my   Saviour  and   brother,      All    of    his  rich  -  es   are  mine. 

Fill'd  is    my  heart  with  re  -  joicing,    Knowing   his  presence    is  near. 

Guided  from  moment    to    moment    Near-  er     to   mansions  a  -  bove. 

.^    .^    ,^  .    ^    ^    I     I     ^  ^  ^  ^    .^    ^    _ 
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CHORUS. 
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Walk    -     -    iug  and  talk 


ing,      In  sweet  communion  are    we: 


Walking  and  talking,   yes,   walking  and  talking, 
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For  the  Sav     -      lour  each  moment    Is  walking  and  talking  with  me. 

Jesus  my  Saviour 

^    ^  ^  N     N  >       ,N      ,N 


^     ^     ^     ^       ^       ^  Copjrigbt,  19UI,  bj  John  J.  Hood.  F^ 
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"Take  up  the  cross  and  follow  me." — Mark  x.  21 
Mrs.  Annie  S.  Hawks. 

i        N     I         ^     I 


R.  LowRY.     By  per. 


f 
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fi^ 


1.  Bear  the  cross  for  Jesus,  Bear  it  every  day  ;  The'  the  path  be  rugged, 

2.  Bear  the  cross  for  Jesus,  Bear  it  thro'  the  strife,  Or  in  pain  and  silence- 

3.  Bear  the  cross  for  Jesus;  Would  you  know  the  po  w  'r  Of  his  grace  to  save  you 


m 


::=fi: 
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^m 


T=T 
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Bear  it  all  the    way  ;  Bear  the  cross  for  Jesus,  Whatsoe'er  it  be  ; 
Whatsoe'er  thy  life  ?  Bear  the  cross  with  patience  Tho'  you  sigh  for  rest ; 
Save  you  hour  by  hour  ;  Bear  the  cross  for  Jesus,  IN'ever  mind  its  weight ; 


«_^. 


:t=t 


-w—w- 


r^-r 


REFRAIN. 

N~l- 


Bear  it,  and  remember  All  his  love  for  thee.  Bear  the  cross,  bear  the  cross, 
Just  the  one  he  gives  you  Is  for  you  the  best. 
We  shall  leave  our  burden  At  the  golden  gate. 

-^  -9-    -t—   -]•-     ^  .    .    -0-  -P-   M     _^:^_  .     -#-    -f-  -f-»  -f-    -f-  j— 
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I 
Bear  it    ev'ry    day ;  Bear  the  cross  for  Jesus,  Bear  it  all  the  way. 
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Cofjright,  1877,  bj  Robert  LowTj.    Ueedb/^ec.    H»r;  Kuu/oo  Lowr/,  owoWi 
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£  tt)a3  poorcf  tt)an  EU. 


Isaac  V.  Tracy. 


t^[r- 


1.  I  was  poor-  er  thau  all,   I  was  hungry  and  cold,  I     was  far,  far    a  - 

2.  I  was  poor-  er  than  all,   1  was  friendless,  alone,   I     was  still   in  my 

3.  I  was  poor-  er  than  all,   I  was  read-  y     to  die,  But  the  Saviour  came. 

4.  I  was  poor-  er  than  all  till  the  Lord  said  to  me.  Go   in  peace,  sin  no 


airl2zib:^:i=5iz: 
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way  from  the  dear  Shepherd's  fold,  But  Jesus  now  gives  me  of  his  riches  untold, 
sins  and  my  heart  was  a  stone,But  Jesus  smil'd  on  me  and  said  thou  art  my  own, 
down  from  his  throne  in  the  sky,  On  Calv'ry  he  ransom'd  such  a  sinner  as  I, 
more, now  I'm  happy  and  free.  And  ever  I'll  praise  him, and  his  child  I  will  lie, 


t=::^^u=^ 


->/— >-v- 


0 — #-^=^-# — I — "1 


CHORUS. 
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Oh,  the  peace  of  my  soul  is    Je  -  sus!       I    was  poorer  than  all,  now  I've 

.•.._t:iJt= — ^u-^^ — ^_^^^_^_^,, — 0.!.-0^0.    ^ 
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riches  to  spare.  And  a  home  he  is  building  for  me  so  bright  and  fair.  And  some 


■-#     I        9- 
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Mr 


V. 
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day  I  am  going  to  my  home  over  there,  Oh,  the  peace  of  my  soul  is  Jesus! 


Copyright,  1(102,  b;  John  J.  Hood. 


act  Mjs  ^cace  iFloto  as  a  MiMtt.     isi 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Bkeck. 


Fkank  M.  Davfs. 


1.  Is   thy  heart  with  sorrow  smitten,    Has  thy  gladness  tak-  en     wing. 

2.  Have  ills  come  in  quick  succession,    Is    thy    inmost   spir-  it  grieved, 

3.  Must  some  grief  remain  unspoken,      Is    thy  soul  with  burdens  weighed, 

I 


^j^eEJ^^is 


?^^\ 

#-^— #-*-| 


Has  the  blight  of  death  been  written  O  -  ver  ev  -  'ry  cherished  thing? 
Hast  thou  lost  some  dear  pos-  session,  Of  some  friend  art  thou  be-  reaved  ? 
Hast  thou  had  some   e  -  vil    to-  ken  Of       a     con  -  fi-  dence  be  -  trayed  ? 


'^•- 

-M \ [_ m_^ 

■0-  ■•-. 
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^^^-r_^s^-±, 
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Fear  no  storm,  no  chilling  weather,  Nothing  e  -  vil  can  be  -  fall, 
Je-sus  un  -  derstands  thy  loss  -  es.  He  re- gards  a  sparrow's  fall, 
Fearest  thou  some  sad   to  -  morrow,  Does  some  threatened  woe  ap  -  pall  ? 


1 h— ^^*-^-^"-+=S=^'-^,»---=* 


All   for  good  shall  work  to-  geth-  er,  Trust  the  Lord  and  tell  him      al 
He  can  lift    thy      heavy      crosses,  He  will  bear  them,  tell  him      all. 
Tell  him  who  has  borne  our  sorrow.   He  will  comfort,    tell  him      all. 


i?^l 


r--t- 


1 — \ — r 


D.8. — to     de-liv-er,     Ev  -  er  trust  and   tell  him      all. 


CHORUS. 
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Let  thy  peace  flow  as  a  river,  God  will  hear  th}"  faintest  call;  He  is  mighty 

I    ^  ^*  ^:  ^  ^  ^'  ^-  ^  ■#-  ♦.•^•-#- 1      -0-'  ■0-. 
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£opjTight,  1896, 1902,  bj  John  J.  Hood. 
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152       aorJj  ajesus,  ijm^^t  me  Wbolt, 


F.  M    D. 


Fkank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Lord  Jesus,  make  me  whole  in  the  fount  of     life,  That's  made  for  sin- 

2.  I  come,  dear  Lord,  to  thee  with  a  child-like  faith,     My    bur  -  den   of 

3.  I    need  thy  pard'ning  blood  to  my  heart  applied,       O    thou  who  hast 


^^^ 


r^ 
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cleansing  here  be  -  low  ;     O   wash  me    in  the  blood  of  the  Cru  -  ci-  lied, 
sin     is  great,  I  know  ;  But  thou  canst  wash  me  clean  in  thy  precious  blood 
paid  the  debt    I   owe;   Then  plunge  me  in  the  tide  of    the  crimson  flood, 

.    /  ♦  ♦ 


snow. 


Whit 


er  than  the  snow 


Whiter  than  the  snow.      Whiter  than  the  snow, 
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Whiter  than  the  snow  ; 
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wash  me  in  the  blood  of  the  Crucified,    And  I  shall  be  whiter  than  the  snow. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel 


m 


|5 

1.  Let  us  walk  in  the  light  that  Jesus  gives  us,  Let  us  watch  and  duly  pray, 

2.  Let  us  walk  in  the  light  that  Jesus  gives  us,xA.ud  the  way  shall  bemade  clear; 

3.  Let  us  walk  in  the  light  that  Jesus  gives  us,    In  his  ho-  ly  word  of  love, 
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-jr±±- 


zt^— "t^ 
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:^— ^- 


That  his  love  and  care  may  be  thrown  around  us  Till  we  reach  the  perfect  day. 
O-  ver  ev'ry  stepof  our  homeward  journej^  We  shall  find  his  presence  near 
Till  we  see  the  face    of  our  blessed  Master  lu  the  perfect  light  a  -  hove. 
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CHORUS. 

^     N    ^     ^ 


Walking  in  the  light,  so  beautiful  and  bright,  Shed  up-  on    us  from  above; 

Jt-     ^  •     ■*.     4t     ^     .^ 


-7-ji 
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Leading  upward  and  away  to  ev  -  erlasting  day,  Blessed  light  of  Jesus'  lovel 
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Copjrifiht,  1901,  bj  Joit  J    Hood. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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Jno.  R.  Svvenby. 
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1.  When  ray  life-work  is  end-  ed,  and  I  cross  the  swelling;  tide,  When  the 

2.  Oh,  the  soul-thrilling  rapture  when  I  view  his  blessed  face,  And  the 

3.  Oh,  the  dear  ones  in  glo-ry,  how  they  beckon  me  to  come,  And  our 

4.  Thro'  the  gates  to   the  cit  -  y     in     a  robe  of  spotless  white,  He  will 


bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see;  I  shall  know  my  Redeemer  when  I 
lustre  of  his  kindly  beaming  eye ;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  him  for  the 
parting  at   the  riv- er     I     re- call ;  To  the  sweet  vales  of  Eden  they  will 
lead  me  where  no  tears  will  ever  fall ;    In   the  glad  song  of  a-  ges  J  shall 
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reach  the  oth-er  side.  And  his  smile  will  be  the  first  to    welcome  me. 

mercy,  love,  and  grace.  That  prepares  for  me   a     mansion  in    the  sky. 

sing  my  welcome  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Saviour  first   of  all. 

mingle  with  delight;   But  I  long  to  meet  my  Saviour  first   of  all. 
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CHORUS. 
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I  shall  know  him.  I  shall  know  him,  As  redeemed  by  his  side  I  shall  stand, 
I  shall  know  Kim.  ^  ^   tl      ti  fl  :t.      fz^^  iS" 
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I  shall  know  him,  I  shall  know  him  By  the  print  of  the  nails  in  his  band. 
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Wbtn  tte  l^eatt)  our  fMiotnt.       i 
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Harriot  E.  Jones. 
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J.  Howard  Entvvisle. 
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V;  -jry  ^ 


1.  Not  a  cloud  to  hide  our  sky  When  we  reach  our  home ;  Nev-  er  tempest 

2.  Never  wrong  against  the  right  When  we  reach  our  home ;  Nev  -  er  sin-  ful 

3.  Nevermore  a  grave  appears  When  we  reach  our  home ;  Wip'd  away  are 

4.  We  will  labor,  watch  and  pray  Till  we  reach  our  home ;  Cling  to  Christ  our 
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sweeping  by  When  we  reach  our  home ;  Not  a  wave  our  bark  to  toss,  Not  a 
hosts  to  fight  When  we  reach  our  home ;  With  our  shining  shield  and  sword  Let  us 
sorrow's  tears  When  we  reach  our  home ;  Not  a  moan  above  our  dead,  Not  a 
hope  and  stay  Till  we  reach  our  home ;  All  our  sorrows  meekly  bear,  Each  with 

r  .     .r^-^'^.y    j  Tj   \..  r-r.r-r 
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thought  of  pain  or  loss,  Crowns  of  glory     af-  ter  cross  When  we  reach  our  home. 

battle  for  our  Lord,  Thinking  of  the  blest  reward  When  we  reach  our  home. 

lonely  path  to  tread,  Not  a    bitter  tear  to  shed  When  we  reach  our  home. 

each  life'sburdensshare,  Thinking  of  the  glory  there  When  we  reach  our  home. 
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CHORUS. 
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When  we  reach  our  home,        Restful,  hap      -      -      py  home. 

When  we  reach  our  horae,sweet  home,  Restful,  happy  home,sweet  home, 

p.  ^  fc  I    I 
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Over  there  where  the  many  mansions  be.      Bright,  e- ter  -  nal     home. 

ma-  ny  mansions  be,  Bright, eternal,  happy  home, sweet 
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home. 
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Oopjnsbt,  1897,  by  John  J.  Udod. 
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"He  shall  fa 
E.  E    Hewitt. 

Con  espress. 


not,  nor  be  discouraged." — Isa.  xlii :   4. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney, 


'm^ 


1.  W  hen  I'm  grieving  o'er  the  blunders  In  the  work  I've  tried  to  do,  How  I 

2.  When  I'm  kneeling,  heavy-hearted,  With  confession  on  my  lips,  Sin,  its 

3.  Happy  watchword!  still 'tis"  forwardl"  Gird  the  armor  on  anew,   For  the 
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fail'd  the  threads  to  follow  Of  the  pattern  fair  and  true;  In  the  tapestry  I'm 
gloomy  shadow  casting,  All  the  sunshine  to  eclipse;  When  I  see  my  best  in- 
vic-  tory  is  certain,  Tho'  we  faint,  we'll  still  pursue;  Sweetest  hope  and  conso- 


"^    •*■  J      \J      ^ 

weaving,  Ah,  so  many  a  blemish  wrought,  Yet,there's  comfort  in  my  Saviour, 
tentionsWith  mistakes  and  weakness  fraught,Then  there's  comfort  in  my  Saviour, 
lation,  By  the  gospel  message  brought.  There  is  comfort  in  my  Saviour, 


^^- 
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CHORUS. 


t* 


There   is     blessing  in  the  thought: — "He   shall    fail      not,  nor   be    dis- 
^    -0-        ^      ^ 

0 — i — 0  «     » — _ — ^_#_i^_#_^^_ 


F=r 


couraged,"  He  will  help  me,    he  will  help  me  o'er  and  o'er;    He  will 


m^ 
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save        me,  save  me  ful  -  ly,  Let  me  trust  him,  let  me  trust  him  more  and 

he  will  save  me,  [more. 

-0-  -0-  -0-  -0-  -^-  ^  -^  :f-     ^ 
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0    0 


m^==M33^ 
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Fred.  Woodrow. 


Chas.  H.  Gabhiel. 


1.  Use      me,    O     my  gracious    Sa- viour.  Use  me,  Lord,  as  pleaseth  thee  ; 

2.  Be         it  noon  or      be     it      midnight,  Wea- ry  watch  or  blaze  of  day, 

3.  Pride     of  ^vill  and  lust  of      sta  -  tion,  Lord  I  vroul.l  from  all  be  free, 


^Szfei 


Nothing  done  for  thee  so  low  -  ly  But  is  great  enough  for  me. 
Shoutirg  with  the  hap- py  reap-  ers,  Toil  -  ing  in  the  hidden  way. 
And    the    on  -  Iv  hou  -  or   seek  -   ing,  Lord,    to    be    of  use    to    thee. 


-9-       .       ^ 


i 


EE^ 


CHORUS. 
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:*         b  ^  ^  ^  I       I       b    ^    1^    >    I       I      . 

Use  me.  I  se  me,  Lse     me  as  it  pleaseth  thee; 

Use  me,  O  mj'  Saviour,     Vs".  me,  O     mj'  Sa  -  viour. 


J     !•'     J 


,ilIZ m  Zt—0—0- 

r     '/^  /^  b  1^ 


-^ 


*   *    ^  I 


I)   U   1/  'J   . 
L'se  me,  Use  me,  L'se  me  as    it   pleaseth  thee. 

Use  me,  '    my  Saviour,     Use  me,  O  my  Saviour, 
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^t  ts  iWtnt,  X  am  f^t.g. 

(Jkace  Elizabeth  Colb. 


* ^0-^9 0 # tf # y# #- 

1.  Blessed    Lil  -  y      of    the  Val  -  ley,  oh, 

2.  Let   me  sinji  of     all    his    mercies,   of 

3.  Tho'  he   lead  ine  thro'  the  val-  ley     of 


Chas. 

J 


H,  Gabbtei. 


IfcZg 


how  fair  is  he!  He  is 
his  kindness  true,  He  is 
the  shade  of    death,  He     is 


S. 


I    am  his;  Sweeter  than  the  aniieVs  music    is    his 

I    am  his;  Fresh  at  moru.  and  in  the  eveniu<r,  comes  a 

I    am  his;  Should  I  fear,  when  oh,  so  tender-  ly    he 


D.S 


Ssveeter  tlian  the  angel's  music    is    his 

S      N      S 


voice  to  me,  He  is  mine, 
l)l;^ss-ing  new,  He  is  mine, 
whis- per- etli,   He   is  mine. 


I    am  his.  Where  the  lilies  fair  are 
I  am  his!  With  the  deep'niug  shadowa 
I    am  his!   For  the  sunshine  of  his 


~P — ^- 


to     me,   He  is  mine, 


^   0 — *-    , 
V-,— 17--^ 

I     am  hi 


'yf     '• 


t.g± 


blooming  by  the    waters  calm.  There  he  leads  me,  and  upholds  me  by  his 
comes  a  whis-per,  "safe-ly  rest !  Sleep  in  peace,  for  I  am  near  thee,  naught  shall 
presence  doth  illume     the  night,  And  he  leads  me  thro'  the  valle}-  to  the 

—^ — sg- — a s — U 1 1 i-j 0 # # 0 0 0 0 0 — U 
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strong  right  arm;  All  the  air    is  love  around  me,  I    can  feel     no    harm, 

thee  mo -lest;   I   will   linger  till  the  morning,  keeper,  friend  and  guest," 
mountain  heidit ;  Out  of  bondage  in  -  to  freedom,  in  -to     cloudless    light; 


'0 0- 
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Anna  L.  Coghill. 


Wovk  Sous. 


Lowell  Mason, 
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^^  ork,for  the  night  is  coming  :  Work  thro'  the  morning  hours  ;  Work  while  the 
Work, for  the  night  is  coming:  Work  thro'  the  sunny  noon  ;  Fill  brightest 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming :    Under  the  sunset  skies,  While  their  bright 


'^^- 


is| 


4—4. 
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dew  is  sparkling;  Work  'mid  springing  flow'rs;  Work  while  the  day  grows  brighter, 
hours  with  labor,  Rest  comes  sure  and  soon  :  Give  ev'ry  flying     min  -  ute 
tints  are  glowing.  Work,  for  daylight  flies;  Work  till  the  last  beam  fadelh, 


isiS 


Under  the  glowing  sun;  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming,  When  man's  work  is  done. 
Somethiugtokeepin  store;  Work,forthe  night  is  coming, When  man  worksno  more. 
Fadethtoshineuomore;  Work  whilethenightisdarkeuing,When  man's  work  iso'er. 


__ > — : . . r;*5-; r- ^. — ^-^ ^i ^ — r* * '■ •-ri^-' — -n 

t^: — # — #-•-#-•— *—^-^-^4-# — »'-0—» — 0-Y^ — ^ — i     I — I L'^^^Ti 


160 

W.  B   J. 
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W.   B.  JUDEFIND. 
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SE 


1.  The    beau-  ti  -  ful  sunshine   is    stream    -   ing     O'er    meadows  and 

2.  The    beau  -  ti  -  ful  sunshine   is    stream    -   ing  Thro*  bores  of    the 

3.  The    beau  -  ti  -  t'ul  sunshine   is    stream    -   ing,     Be  -  get-  tiuir  rich 


^^ 


}-^- 
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mountains  and      plains;  The  rays     of    the    gospel     are    beaming,   While 

rich  and  the         poor ;  The"  Lamp  "of    Je  -  ho- vah    is      gleaming     O'er 

beauty    oVr       earth  ;    The  light     of    flip  cross  is      re  -  deeming      The 
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na  -  ture  sings  joyful     re     -  frains. 

lives     of  all  climes  more  and  more, 

world  thro'    a    spir  -  it  -  ual  birth. 

jM ^  ^      ^      ^      d  *1  -H  J 


So   we  would  be    Jesus'  bright 


«— ^ 


i^i^=^t^i==S=:=S=^ 


0-0-0- 


czc 


:fcn 


— --. — I 


-S-  .^ 


^.4 


•--- 


-±=:J=z^=Jtizb0zj=0=^z 


junbeams,   To     scatter  the  clouds  of  de    -    spair,        To    fill      weary 


beautiful  beams, 
0^0-0-0 •_ 
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of  despair,      \ 
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spirits  with  hope  -  gleams  Which  soon  drive  away      ev  -  'ry       care. 

hope-gleams,  bright  hope,  ^,_^ 
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E.  E.  Hhwitt. 


P.    P.   BiLHOKN. 


B: 


§^g| 


1.  Praise  the  Lord,  who  made  the  sky,     Sun  and  moon  to  rule  on  high  ; 

2.  Praise  the  Lord,  who  wakes  the  flow'r?, Makes  the  earth  like  Eden  bow'rs; 

3.  Praise  the  Lord,  whose  gentle    care  Breathes  around  us    ev'ry where; 

a  -  lone —  Let  our  lives  his  goodness  own, 

^        I- 


4.  Praise  the  Lord — not  lips 


# # 0 >- H ^- 1 f-  -g = — rO = = 0 \ —  -1 


• # ^ # * , 5 — J— #^ , f- — , — i^^^ 


Let     our      grateful    songs    re  -  ply ;  Praise,  oh,  praise  the  Lord. 

Sends  these   blooming      summer  hours ;  Praise,  oh,  praise  the  Lord. 

Trust  him    like     the      lil  -  ies     fair ;  Praise,  oh,  praise  the  Lord. 

Till     we  stand    be  -  fore    the  throne;  Praise,  oh,  praise  the  Lord. 


:^ 


9^ifel^ 


CHORUS. 
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Glad    halle-  lujahs  sing,  Sing  in  joyful  measures,  Loud  praises  to  our  King, 


-^— — , # 3 # ^ ^-# r-0 0 S 0 * ' 1 m ♦ m ' 1 


For  life's  many  pleasures.  He  guide's  and. guards  our  way;  Sing  salvation's 
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3Rtaj)tr0  are  JietKrDf. 


C.  H.  G. 


Chas.  H.  Gabhiel. 


1.  Staudiug  in  the  market  places  all   the  season  through.  I-  dly  saying, 

2.  Ev-  'ry  sheaf  you  gather  will  become  a  jew-  el  bright  In  the  crown  you 

3.  Morning  hours  are  passing,  and  the  evening  follows  fast ;  Soon  the  time  of 

.    .    it  £:  t:    .    :S:      *^t... 


IBt;:2z±izS=:Sz=Szziz=S:i 


m. 


~9^     ~m^     ~9'     '0^     ~w    ~w 

Lord,  is  there  no  work  that  I     can    do?"    Oh,  how  many  loi- ter.while the 

hope    to  wear  in    yonder  world  of  light.    Seek  the  gems  immortal  that  are 

reaping  will  for  -  ev  -  ermore    be   past.      Empty  handed   to   the  Master 


Master  calls  a-  new — "  Reapers !    reapers ! 
precious  in  his  sight!  "Reapers!    reapers! 


will  vou  eo 


mi 


:^2: 


at  last? 

-A z 


Reapers ! 
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CHORUS. 
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reapers: 

-A «_ 


who  will  work  to-day  ?  " 
who  will  work  to-day?" 
who  will  work  to-day?" 


•—^^ 


i9-ry- 
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■J       J       J 
Lift        thine        eyes  and  look  tip 

Lift   thine   eyes   and     look  up 

^     ^     ^     ^     I  i 
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on 

on 


the  fields  that  stand 

the    fields     that   stand   all     read 
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Lift 


thine 


fields 


that 


stand 
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Ripe       and        ready  for  the  willing  gleaner's  hand,  Rouse  ye,    O 

Ripe  and  read-  y    for  the  will  -  ing  glean-  er's  hand,  O  rouse  ye, 


ms. 
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Read     -    y  for  the  glean 
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sleej^ersl  Ye   are      Deeded         as     reapers!  Who  will     be    the  first  to 
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answer.  "  Master,  here      am  I?"  Far      and    wide  the  ripened 

quickly,  "  Master,  here  am    I  ?"  O  answer!  Far  and  wide  the   rip     -     ened 
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Far 


and        wide 
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grain     is      bending 

low, 

In 

the          breezes 

gently 

grain        is     bend   -    ing 

low.     In 

breezes. 

in 

the      breezes   gent 
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grain 
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bends 


low. 
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waving  to    and  fro,  Rouse  ye,     O    sleepers !  Ye   are   needed    as 

wav  -  ing   to      and  fro,  O  rouse  ye, 

|S        N     |S        ^     |S     |N     ,S     |N  M   ^ 
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to              and             fro,           O 
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reapers,  And  the  j 
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harvest  davs  are    swiftly      passing 
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SOLO.  Slow, 


^- 


with  expression. 


J.  Howard  Entwislb. 


3^ 


-p:^: 


r=ii=^ 


^-# 
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1.  Just  one  touch  as  he  moves  alouo:,  Pushed  and  press'd  by  the  jostling  throng, 

2.  Just  one  touch andhemakesmewhole,Speakssvveetpeacetomysin-sicksoul, 

3.  Just  one  touch  I  and  the  work  is  done,     I    am  saved  by  the  blessed  Son, 

4.  Just  one  touch  I  and  he  turns  to   me,      O   the  love  in  his  eyes   I    see! 

5.  Just  one  touch  I  by  his  mighty  pow'r,  He  can  heal  thee  this  ver-  y  hour, 


i 


^ 


t-^- 


1^=^ 
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N — N-^-- N- 
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r^ 


fcfcfl; 
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V — 5^- 
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T^T 


A— N- 


Just  one  touch  and  the  weak  was  strong,  Cured  by  the 
At  his  feet  all  my  burdens  roll, — Cured  by  the 
I  will  sing  while  the  a  -  ges  run,  Cured  by  the 
I      am    his   for  he  hears  my  plea,    Cured   by  the 

Thou  canst  hear  tho'  the  tempests  low'r.  Cured  by  the 


y— 

Healer 
Healer 
Healer 
Healer 
Healer 
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Just  one  touch  as    he  pass-  es    by,    He   will  list 


^^^ 


to   the  iaintest  cry, 
I       I 
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Adapted  by  L.  L.  Pickett. 

N-rn ^1 r-w — N" 


1.  Speak  to  my  soul,  dear  Jesus,    Speak  now  in  tend'rest  tone  ;     Whisper  in 

2.  Speak  to  thy  children  ev  -  er,    Lead  in  the  ho  -  ly     way  ;  Fill  them  with 

3.  Speak  now  as  in  the  old  time  Thou  didst  reveal  thy  will;    Let  me  know 


^td2 


m- 


r  I 

loving  kindness  :  "Thou  art  not  left  a-  lone."  Open  my  heart  to  hear  thee, 
joy  and  gladness, Teach  them  to  watch  and  pray.  May  they  in  consecration 
all  my  du  -  ty,  Let  me  thy  law  ful  -  fill.       Lead  me  to  glo-  ri  -  fy  thee, 

-A-^fL—f- ^t      0      #_# #__ftr^ rt"    I"    ^     » :^-r^^-^— 


:t=t: 
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t^t 


•t=t=^ 
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V-^-V- 


IH 

Quickly  to  hear  thy  voice. Fill  thou  ray  soul  with  praises, Let  me  in  thee  rejoice. 
Yield  their  whole  lives  to  thee.  Hasten  thy  coming  kingdom,  Till  ourdearLord  wesee. 
Help  me  to  show  thy  praise, Gladly  to  do  thy  bidding,Honor  thee  all  my  days. 


'J      1  U 

(  Speak  thou  in  soft  -  est  whis  -  pers, 
1  Speak  thou  to   me    each  day,    Lord, 


Whispers  of    love     to       me ; 
Always    in     tend'rest    tone; 


"  Thou  shalt  be  always  conq'ror,  Thou  shalt  be  always  free." 
Let  me  now  hear  thy  whisper,"  Thou  art  not  left  .  .  »  .  . 


a-  lone."  j 
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B    B.  James. 

Not  too  fast. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 
(  Male  Voices  in  Unison  Sing  the  Verse. ) 


zt^ 


W.    B.    JUDKFIND. 


» 


1.  Rejoice,     rejoice,      awake  from  the  dead!    An  an  -  gel     fair    hath 

2.  Awake,      awake     from  slumber   so  deep.    Ye  men  who  death-watch 


m^ 


^==4^ 
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^.—0^ 
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said : 
keep. 


''In  the  gloom  -  y  tomb    he      li  -    eth  no  more,   But  hath 
For  the  burst  -  ed  bonds    re  -  veal  -  eth  that  he       O  -  ver 
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FULL  CHORUS. 


ris'u  and  gone  your  steps  be-  fore 
death  hath  won  the  vie  -  to  -    rj'! 
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Rejoice,       rejoice, 
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children  of    the  light,      A-  wake,  ye    sleep  -  ers       all, 
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ris  -    en  Lord  will  bless  your  sight,  If   on  his  name  yon  call 
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Isa.  Ix:  I. 


Carkie  E.  Breck. 
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D.  B.  Towner. 
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1.  "A  -  rise  and  shine !  thy  light  is  come ! "  The  Lord  hath  made  thee  free ! 

2.  "A  -  rise  and  shine !  thy  light  is  come !  "  Let   sin    and  sor-  row  hide ; 

3.  "A  -  rise  and  shine !  thy  light  is  come !  "  Thy  God  thy  glo  -  ry     is ; 

4.  "A  -  rise  and  shine !  thy  light  is  come ! "  And  night  shall  be  no  more ; 
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The  chains  of  darkness  bind  no  more,  Go  forth  in    lib  -   er    -    ty ! 

Go  forth  and  show  to  all  the  world  That  Light  and  Life   a  -  bide. 

Show  forth  the  wou<lers  of   his  love,  Aud   let    all  praise  be       his. 

Shine  till     the  glo  -  ry  of   the  Lord  Is  known  from  shore  to  shore. 
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"A  -  rise  and  shine !  thy  light  is  come  !  "  A-  rise,   a  -  ri-se  aud  shine !  With 
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love's  bright  adorning.  Shine  forth  as  the  morning.  Arise,   arise   and  shinel 
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1.  Praise  the  name  of  Christ  in  heaven,   Children  sing  with  glad  acclaim, 

2.  Praise  him   in   the  ear-  ly  morning.   When  by   rest  refreshed  a  -  new, 

3.  Praise  him  when  the  day  is   ending,  When  the  wea  -  ry  need  re-  pose, 
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Praise  him  du  -  ly,  serve  him  tru  -  ly, 

Nature  waking,  praise  is    making, 

Seek  his  blessing,  sin   con  -  fessing. 
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Spread  abroad  his     glorious  fame; 
Let    us   humbly     worship    too; 
Ere    in  sleep  the    eye-  lids  close; 
0 ^2__ 
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He  so  king-  ly,  we  so  low-  ly. 
We  so  fee  -  ble,  he  so  glorious, 
While  in  safe  -  ty     we  are  sleeping 
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We  so  sin-  ful,  he  so  ho  -  ly, 
He  o'er  sin  and  death  victorious, 
He     is    lov-  ing  vig  -  il  keeping, 
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Yet  he,  self  for-  getting,  hears  us 
By  the  hand  he  kind-  ly  leads  us 
Oh,    a  -  dore  him,  kneel  before  him 


See 


When  we    call  up  -  on   his  name. 
All    our  earth-  ly   journey  through. 
As     his  children,    not  his  foes. 
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III  III 

Glad  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs,     Joy- 

Praise,glad  praise,  praise, glad  praise. 
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ful  we  bring  to     Je  -  sus  our  King ; 
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Glad        halle  -  lu  -  jalis  Be  thiue  for  evermore;         thine  for  evermore. 

Praise.glad  praise,  praise,glad  praise.  Be  thine  for  ev- er,    evermore; 
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1.  O,  bless  the  Lord,  what  joy  is  mine !  What  perfect  peace  thro'  grace  divine ! 

2.  O,  bless  the  Lord,  he  dwells  with  me,  The  voice   I  hear,  the  hand  I    see 

3.  O,  bless  the  Lord    for  what    I  know  Of  heavenly  bliss  while  here  below ! 

4.  O,  bless  the  Lord  'twill  not    be  long  Till     I   shall  join    the  ho- ly  throng, 
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And  now  to  realms  of  end -less  day,  O,  bless  the  Lord,  I'm  on  the  way. 
Renew  my  strength  from  day  to  day  While  home  to  him  I'm  on  the  way. 
My  trusting  heart  thro'  faith  can  say.  To  mansions  bright  I'm  on  the  way. 
And  shout  and  sing  thro'  endless  day,  Where  every  tear     is  wiped   a  -  way. 
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7>.aS.— crown  to  wear    in  end  -  less  day,     O,  bless   the  Lord,  I'm  on    the  way. 
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I'm  on  the  way,  I'm  on  the  way.  In  vain  the  world  would  bid  me  stay :  A 
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1.  We  are  marching,  marching,  marching,  Je-  sus'  lit  -  tie   soldiers  true; 

2.  We  are  fighting,  fighting,  fighting    with  the  mighty  hosts  of   sin; 

3.  When  he   cometh,  cometh,   cometh,     all  his  loved  ones  home  to  bring, 
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We  are  try-  ing,  try-  ing,  try-  ing   each  command  he  gives  to  do;     We  are 

We  are  stri%:ing,  striving,  striving    dai-  ly   vie-  to-  ries  to  win;     We  are 

And  we're  standing,standing,standing  in  the  presence  of  the  King;  WhatrC' 
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go-  ing,  go-  ing,  go-  ing,    guided  by  his  loving  hand,  And  by  and  by  we'll 
trusting,  trusting,  trusting  in  the  help  of  Christ  the  Lord,  For  he  will  help  us 
joicing,  glad  re  -  joicing    in  our  happy  ranks  will  be,  When  we  receive  a 
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Trying  his  commands  to  do,     We are  marching  on.  .  .  . 

We   are  marching  onward,  we  are   marching   on. 
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1.  Hap  -  py  children   we, 

2.  Hap  -  py  children   we, 

3.  Hap  -  py  children    of 


to  sing       Of    our  Saviour   and  our  King; 
to    be      Close  to  Christ,  and  feel  that  he 
a  King,     We  would  work,  as  well  as  sing, 
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He,  our  Christ,  our  King  is  near,       And   he   will   our  voic  -  es  hear. 
Loves  to    an  -  swer  when  we  call,     Loves  to   keep  and  bless  us   all. 
Mak-  ing  oth  -  ers   joy-  ful,  too,         By    the  kind-  ly  deeds  we  do. 
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Ev  -  'ry  day,        ev  -  'ry  day.        We    will  sing  and   we  will  pray; 
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Heav'n  is     nev  -  er     far      a-  way     When  we   children  sing   and  pray. 
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m^^. 


=1= 


=t=t: 


5-^ 


Copjright,  1699,  bj  John  J.  Hood,      i 


172 


iFoftf)  tit  tt)t  Sati)n=:atsftt. 


Mrs.  J.  C.  Yule. 


Adam  Geibhl. 


^^f 


i 


1.  Forth     in    the  dawn-liglit  cool,  and  sweet,  and  ten  -  der,  While  yet  the 

2.  Forth  while  the  sun  rides  high  -  er  still    in    heav -en.  Forth  while  the 

3.  Lord,  we  have  heard  thee  in  our  youth's  glad  morning;    Lord,  we    still 
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trem  -  ble     on      the 

fer  -  vid     ra  -  diance  glows, 

in      our  noon-  day    prime, 
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Seek  -  ing  for  lab  -  'rers, 
Forth  while  the  shad  -  ows 
Hear  thee,  and  glad  -  ly. 
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One  doth  meekly  wander, 
lengthen  t'ward  the  ev  -  en, 
ease  and  pleasure  scorning. 
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Calling,  still  calling  thro' the  quiet  hours; — 
Calling   for  lab'rers,  still  the  Master  goes ; 
Gird  us  for   serv- ice  low-  ly  yet  sublime; — 
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'Go,  work  to  -  day,  the  flush  of  ear  -  ly  morning  Brightens  the  east,  and 
'Go,  work  to  -  day! — oh,  wherefore  yet  delaying.  Stand  ye  still  i  -  die 
Take  us,  ourselves   to  thee  we  now  surren-  der,  Take  us,  and   use     us 
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day  is  com-  ing  on; 
as  the  hours  glide  on? 
till  the  day     is      done. 


Go 

Go, 
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•  ing  waits  not  for  your 
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dorn  -  ing,  Sure  sball  your  hire  be  at  the  set  of  suu!" 
stay  -  ing,  Sure  shall  your  hire  be  at  the  set  of  sun ! " 
ten  -  der,     Such      let      onr   hire   be         at     the    set     of      sun!" 
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1.  The  roy  -  al    banner  of  the  cross,  We  must  plant  it  on  the  walls  of  sin  ; 

2.  The    noble  banner  of  the  cross,  We  must  wave  it  when  the  fight  is  strong; 

3.  The  blood-stained  banner  of  the  cross,  What  a  sight  in  the  battle's  din  and  heat; 
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Eally  now  to  the  fray,  with  a  will  march  away,  In  our  Leader'smighty  name  to  win. 

Bravely  onward  we'll  go,  with  our  faces  to  the  foe.  And  our  Leader'sname  shall  be 

Wounded  sore  though  we  be,  it  revives  us  to  see  [oursoug. 

Tliat  dear  banner,never  furled  in  defeat. 
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Marching  on.        marching  on.        With  a  leader  who  has  never  suffered  losp; 

Marching  on,  marchingon,  ,N      ».  ». 
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iMarchiuir  on.      marching  on,     Fifihting  'ueath  the  royal  banner  of  the  cross. 


Marching  on, 


marching  on, 


^  ^  ^  T:  ^  ^  J2.' 


m 


:^>_>.  ._>_>_)- ^ 


-0 — 0 — 0 — * — 0- 


'^—^—■jr 


Copyright,  l'J>J2,  by  John  J.  llood. 


174   jaaturc's  asinXi  Woitt&  art  Singing. 


J.  Howard  Entvvislb. 


1.  Beanti  -  ful  car-  ols   of  joy   we  hear.  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 

2.  Winter    is     o  -  ver,  the  song   repeat,   Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 

3.  Herald  the  tidings  from  shore  to  shore.  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 
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Murmuring  brooklets  the  tidings  bear,  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 
Flowers  are  blooming  in  fragrance  sweet,  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 
Je-  sus    is     ris  -  en   to    die  no  more,  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 
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Woodlands  re  -  echo  the  glad  refrain.  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 
Birds  of  the  for-  est  so  sweetly  sing,  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 
Echoes  of  praise  o'er  the  earth  resound,  Nature's  glad  voices  are  singing; 
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Message  of  cheer  to  hearts  so  dear.  For  spring  has  come  again.        Je 
Mountain  and  field  their  sweetness  yield  To  deck  thelap  of  spring. 
Anthems  of  song  the  praise  prolong,  Let  peace  and  j  oy  abound. 
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Kingl    set  the  Easter  joy-bells  ring  -  ing.     Peace  is  in  my  soul  to-day,  my 
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heart  is  full  of  sing-ing;       Je  -   sus  lives  I  peal  out  the  song,-Dew  gladness 
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bring  -  ing,      Let  it  echo  o'er  land  and  sea,  for  Jesus  is  risen  in  -  deed! 
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1.  Be  kind  to  those  around  us  Who  bear  their  toils  alone,Wecannot]inowthe 

2.  Be  kind  to  those  around  us,  Nor  coldly  pass  them  by,  A  look,  a  smile  of 

3.  Be  kind  to  thosearound  us  Whose  feet  perchance  havestray'd,Whosesad  and  bitter 

4.  Be  kind  to  those  around  us,  Be  kind  and  good  to  all.  That  we  may  be  his 
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trials  Their  aching  hearts  have  known.  Then  scatter  love  and  sunshine,  We 

gladness  May  light  the  downcast  eye. 

feelings  For  wrong  have  dearly  paid. 

children  Who  marks  the  sparrow's  fall.  u 


have  not  long  to  stay;  Oh,  scatter  love  and  sunshine,  And  take  the  thornsaway. 
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The  spacious  fir 
Soon  as  the  eve  - 
What  tho' in  sol 


mament  on  high,  . 
ning  shades  prevail . 
•     emn  silence  all  .  . 


1.  The  firmament, 

2.  The  evening  shades, 

3.  What  tho'  so  still 


.With  all  the  blue,  .  .  .  ethereal 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous 
INIove  'round  the  dark,  terrestrial 

the  heav'ns  on  high,  With  all  the  blue, 

the  shades  prevail.  The  moon  takes  up 

in  silence  all  Move  'round  the  dark 
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.  .  And  spangled  heav'ns,  .  .    a  shining  frame,  .  7  .  Their  great  O- 

.  .    And  nightly  to the  list'ning  earth  .  .  .    Repeats  the 

.    What  tho' no  voice nor  an -y  sound    .  .  .  Amidst  their 

ethereal  sky.  And  spangled  heav'ns,  a  shining  frame, 

the  wondrous  tale.  And  nightly  to  the  list'ning  earth 

terrestrial  ball ;  What  tho'  no  voice,  nor  an-  y  sound 
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rig      -      -      i- nal  proclaim  ;  .  .  .  Th' unwearied  sun  .  .  .   from  day  to 

sto      -      -      ry  ofherbiith;   .  .  .  Whilst  all  the  stars  .  .    that 'round  her 

ra      -     -      diant  orbs  be  found  ;  .  .      In  reason's  ear  ....   they  all  re - 

Their  King  proclaim,                  their  King  proclaim  ; 

The'  unwearied  sun 

The  story  tells,                                 the  story  tells  ; 

Whilst  all  the  stars 

Amidst  the  orbs,                           the  orbs  be  tound  ; 

In  reason's  ear 

f"f"  *'*!?* 

■0-0- 

t^k' 

w  '^ .  '«'^5 

»  \       T  » 

1 

-J*  t- 

•Til         1>   1      •?        >f 

•r  1              1     •? 

>* 

*■    0    0  * 

1     *?      \* 

^  fe 

1  \j\r    fj  \j  1      •^ 

/  W  W  •  W  '«  ^ 

•^ 

'     W    3   '   0    '»      '           •^ 

-V         '   *-     *■   ' 

1    1      J  1 

^J^J    y^^ 

'•l^ 

>  V 

day  ....  DoeshisCre-a     - 
burn,.  .  .  .  And  all  the  plan     - 
.  .  And  utter  forth  .  . 


joice 

from  day  to  day 

that  'round  her  burn 

they  all  rejoice, 
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His  pow'rs  display. 
The  planets  all, 
And  utter  forth 


his  pow'rs  display, 
all  in  their  turn 
a  glorious  voice. 
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dings  as  they  roll,.  .  And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole.  .  . 
ing  as  they  shine, .  .  The  hand  that  made     us  is  divine 

And  publishes  to  ev'ryland  Theworkofan  almighty  hand. 

The  tidings  give  as  on  they  roll.  And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

They  ever  sing,  they  ever  shine.  The  hand  that  made  it   is  divine 
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Then  sing  a  -  loud  ....      un-  to  the  Lord,  ....  We'll  cheerfully 

Cheerfully.cheerfully  sing  aloud,  We'll  cheerfully,  cheerfuUly  sing  a  -  loud. 
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sing, yes,  joyously  sing;  .  .  .  We'll  always  trust his  holy 

Joyously,  joyously  sing  aloud.  Joyously,  joyously  sing  aloud  ;  Cheerfully, cheerfully  trust  his  word 
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word, And  love  and  praise our  mighty  King 

Cheerfully,cheerfully  trust  his  word,  Joyously,cheerfully  singing  to  our  wonderful, wonderful  King. 
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1.  Nay,     I    will  not  let  thee  go,  Tho'  the  midnight  glideth  slow, 

2.  Nay,     I    will  not  let  thee  go,  Tho'  the  morn's  enkindling  glow 

3.  Nay,     I    will  not  let  thee  go,  Tho'  the  days  no  shadows  know ; 

let  thee  go, 

4.  Let  thee  go?  my  Saviour,  nay ;        Thou  my  night's  unfailing  day, 

Saviour,  nay ; 
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Tho'  the  darkness  deep  and  long  and  long  Dim  the  eye  and  hush  the    song; 
Flame  along  the  mountain  height,         Flooding  all  the  hills  with    light. 

mountain  height, 

Tho',  the  sky's  serene   to  dim,  to  dim.  Come  no  storm-clouds  dark  and  grinic 
Thou  my  dawning's  tend'rest  gleam,        Thou  my  noonday's  richest  beam ; 

tend' rest  gleam. 
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On  thy  tender,  faithful  breast  thy  breast  Find    I  still  my  perfect  rest,  sweet  rest, 

What  can  morning  bring  to  me,  to  me.  Tender  Shepherd,wanting  thee  ?  just  thee  :• 

Whom  have  I  in  heav'n  but  thee  ?  but  thee?  What  besides  hath  earth  for  me  ?  for  me  ? 

Night  is  day  if  thou  art  near,  art  near.  Day,  without  thee,  joyless,  drear,  so  drear, 

I        ^     ^.     N     ^      " 


\j  \j  yj  ^  \ 

Soothing  sweet  for  keenest  woe.  And  I  will  not  let  thee  go. 
What  her  songs  but  sobs  of  woe?  Nay,  I  will  not  let  thee  go. 
Thou  the  on-  ly  trust  I  know,  Nay,  I  will  not  let  thee  go. 
Wanting  thee — all  bliss  were  woe.  Nay,  I  will  not  let  thee  go. 

will  not  let  thee  go, 
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1.  There's  a     great  day     com-iug, 

I      2.  There's  a    bright  day     com-ing, 

3.  There's  a      Siid  day 
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com-ing, 


A    great    day  com-iug.  There's  a 

A    bright  day  com-  ing,  There's  a 

A      sad     day  com-  ing,  There's  a 

>        I           ;'  >       >         N        > 


^±±: 


q: 


0  ** 

t      > 

S            K            K            >           ->           . 

y  -^    1       1 

V          %            >          ? 

1                N        "^ 

[/                              S            J      ^ 

m          m       m       m         ;         >       M 

1  "n         m        M        -      J  •    «      ^ 

^    •         ^        « 

1                            '         1 

^.^        •       • 

w            w 

great   day 

bright  day 

sad  day 

i         1 

9        9-09          ry     '         99          9           999999 

coming     by  and    by,   When  the  saints  and  the  sinners  shall  be 
coming     by  and    by.       But  its  brightness  shall  on-  ly  come  to 
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1.  Rejoice,    rejoice,the  wildernessshallbloom,New  beams  the  sky  illume,  New 

2.  Rejoice,       rejoice,     for  Sharon's  royal  Rose  Its  beauties  will  disclose,  Its 

Rejoice,  reioice.    n        n 
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beams  the  sky  illume,  A  nd  song  shall  banish  winter's  gloom,  Jesus  comesl  The  long, 

beauties  will  disclose;  The  east  with  rosy  splendor  glows,  Jesus  comes!  O  sing  his 
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years  are  past,  Our  King  has  come  at  last,  And  hearts  with  joy  are  beating  fast,  For 
reign  of  love,While  mercy  smiles  above,  Peace  folds  her  wings  like  gentle  dove,  For 
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Jesus  comes.     Stars    are  burning  brightly,     Flocks  in  slumber  lie,  ,  . 

Golden  stars  brightly  burn.  Flocks  at  rest,  sleeping  lie, 

Jesus  comes.     In  ...  the  manger  low- ly,    Sleeps  the  wondrous  Child, 

Christ  is  born,  Christ  is  born.  Sleeps  the  Child,         wondrous  child. 


^ 


#-#-r#- 


i^Eg^g^^^^g^ 


t± 


n 


i 


li^^^ 


^—r 


I     I     L/ 


f=f=^ 


1 


# — #- 


'f-^n 


A ^— N- 


-0-*—0 — ^- — f^-  - 
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Lightly  breathes,  lightly  breathes  Lul-  la  -  by,  lul  -  la  • 

Oh,  .  .  .  how  fair  and  ho    -     lyl  Oh,  .  .  .  how  pure  and  mild! 

Fairest   Child,  ho  -  ly  Child,  Pure  and  mild,  pure  and 
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Now a  blaze  of  glo     -      -      ry,         An       -        -       gels  sing  the 

See  the  glo-  ly  blaze,  see  the  glo-  ry  blaze.         Angels  sweetly  sing. 

There with  shepherds  bend   -    iug,      There with  angels 

With  the  shepherds  bend,  with  the  shepherds  bend.  Songs  of  gladness  blend. 
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sto     -      -      ry,       Sing  peace  and  glo    -      -      ry.   Hecomesl 

angels  sweetly  sing,        Singing  peace  and  glory,    singing  peace  and  glory,  Christ  the  Saviour 
blend     -     -     ing      Songs  all-transcend     -     -     ing,  Hecomesl 

Songs  of  gladness  blend, Glad  songs  all-transcending,glad  songs  all-transcending,  Christ  the  Saviour 
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comes,  Jesus  comes.  v    K      Answer,mighty  seas,For  he  comcs  the 
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Prince  of  Peace;  Tho' becomes  his  glory  veiling,  Go  we  out  to  meet  our  King,  Loving 
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"  Even  so,"  Amen  I  Jesus  comes!  Jesus  comesi 
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1.  Tell   it  to   oth  -  ers,  the   story  of   Je  -  sus,  Your  wonderful  Saviour  con  - 

2.  Tell  it  to  others,  there's  power  in  confession  ;  The  soul  gathers  strength  with  the 

3.  Tell    it   to   oth  -  ers ;  he  died  to  redeem  you,  He  makes  intercession      a- 

4.  Tell   it   to  oth  -  ers,   so  simply  and  humbly  ;  Oh,  tell  it  with  love  in  your 
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fess;       So  gracious  and  faithful,  so  kind  and  forgiv  -  ing,     So   ready    to 
word  ;  The  stor}^  grows  sweeter ;  there's  joy  in  the  telling.  For  Christ  hath  the 
bove ;     Oh,  tell  of  his  mer  -  cy  ;  his  grace,  all-sufficient;  The  height  and  the 
heart ;  Then  trustfully  pray  for  the  help  of  his  Spir  -  it,  And  God  will  his 
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1.  My  heart  to-day  with  joy  is  singing,     I 

2.  His  faith  divine    is     my  salvation,      I 

3.  His  mer-  cy  all  my  soul  is  thrilling,     I 
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glo  -  ry  in  the  cross  of  Christ; 
glo  -  ry  in  the  cross  of  Christ; 
glo  -  ry  in  the  cross  of  Christ; 
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My  faith  to  Je-  sus'  love  is  clinging,  I  glo  -  ry  in  the  cross  of 
I'm  builded  on  his  sure  foundation,  I  glo  -  ry  in  the  cross  of 
His  presence  ev  -  'ry   fear    is    stilling,       I    glo  -  ry  in  the  cross  of 


Christ. 
Christ. 
Christ. 


^ 


n 

UtlUK 

"\        .      ,s        ^                ^ 

,s 

^       N 

V  ■ 

_l                      S          J                  «            •       •               M 

'          -'  '       '            r^       1 

JL 

4    *        m         *,    '        ^                             1 

«   • 

•■,     ._    0,     .             !> 

K 

\                 *\              \                 J           M                    J 

j            1         '          #       J 

\S  \J,       f 

J          J      J  •      •      *  •        * 

M       •   *      •       3   • 

J 

The 

■0- 

cross,    the  wondrous  cross,  where 

•0-  , 

Je  - 

sus  died    for    me. 

-1 

The 

't2^«       :  ■■ 

"  «    .        '^        -«    •        ^         i                   * 

«  • 

•       •                  ; 

• 

- 

9- 

1 

,           ,        1           1        1 

U 

U  •     W     '^  .     y     »  .       w 

p  • 

A       «  .      >       «   .■  - 

'0' 

,           -*      '           -J      i   "         1  ■ 

1 

i/      ^    'k*/      b    i        1/ 

'• 

5/      i^         ^^      1 

i/ 

f)                                               ^      s 

^     -    >     ^ 

1            1                             N 

S              ii 

Z^ :> — ^__^ v_hN. — ^^.,_,^ 

-J \ 7    1 

^   •     #"    ^    •   ^ 

1^ — *  -   /~r — i^?~ f-J— *-T-5— 

-€ 9. d '—!^—\ 

-d ^ — H « — 

cross  whereon  he  bore  my  sins  and  made  me  free;       I    glo  -  ry    in     the 

'^" — \ \ — ! \ — •■ \ — ^ ^ 

p— e=>-^-H 

^  •    ^ — r  *    y — 

w  .  u — >  .   U — 

h^—^ — ^ 

^"  i:^    U     :;^ 

I 


p 


^Et 


-#-v- 


'^^'^p: 


-6^-^ 
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4  He  died  for  me  on  Calv'ry's  mountain, 
I  glory  in  the  cross  of  Christ: 
He  washed  me  in  the  cleansing  fount- 
I  glory  in  the  cross  of  Christ     £ain. 


O  fount  of  love  within  me  swelling, 
I  glory  in  the  cross  of  Christ; 

0  blessed  peace  my  soul  indwelling, 
I  glory  in  the  cross  of  Christ. 
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1.  There's  sunshine  in  my  soul  to-day.  More   glo  -  ri-  ous  and  bright  Thaa 

2.  There's  mu-  sic    in  my  soul  to-day,     A      car  -  ol     to    my  King,  And 

3.  There's  springtime  in  my  soul  to-day,  For  when  the  Lord  is    near  The 

4.  There's  gladness  in  my  soul  to-day,  And  hope,  and  praise,  and  love,  For 
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glows    in      an  -  y  earthly  sky,     For    Je  -  sus    is    my  light.   Oh,  there's 

Je  -  sus,  list  -  ening.  can  hear  The  songs  I  can- not  sing, 
dove  of  peace  sings  in  my  heart.  The  flowers  of  grace  ap  -  pear, 
blessings  which  he  gives  me  now.  For  joj's  "laid  up"   a  ~  bove. 
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sun    -    -    shine,  blessed  sun     -     shine,  When  the  peaceful, happy  moments 


.inshine  in  the  soulj  bless  -  ed   sunshine  in  the  soul. 
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roll ;               When  Jesus  showshis  smiling  face  There  is  sunshine  in  the  soul. 
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LiDA  JM.  Keck. 

^        Sloicly. 


J.  M.  Black. 


1.  While  walking  in  the  way  with 

2.  While  walkiug  in  the  way  with 

3.  While  walking   in  the  way  with 

4.  While  walking   in  the  way  with 


Je 
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sus, 
sus, 
sus, 
sus, 
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cure  from  ev  -'ly 
bid   farewell   to 

hear  his  "Come  to 
see    my  heav'nly 
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storm  that  blows. 

I'm   kept    in   per-  feet  peace  from  all    my    foes.  While 

all     my    fears. 

A      bow    of   promise  glows    a  -  bove  my  tears.  While 

me     and    rest," 

And,  look-  ing   un  -  to   him,  mj^   soul    is    blest  While 

home     a  -    fir; 

I       see    the  pearl-  y  gates  for     me     a  -  jar.   While 
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walking    in    the  way  with     Je  -    sus. 


Walking   in    the  way  with 
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Je    -    sus,   Walking  in  the  way  with  Je  -  sus;   I'm  kept  in  perfect  peace, 
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^^y    joys     iu-  crease,  While  walking    in      the  way   with    Je    -    sus 
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SCtje  ©ro9»  is  not  ffireatet. 

B.  B.  Gen.  Ballington  Booth. 

May  be  sung  as  a  Solo  and  Chorus. 
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1.  The  cross  that  he  gave  may  be  heavy,  But  it  ne'er  outweighs  his  grace, 

2.  The  thorns  in  my  path  are  not  sharper  Than  composed  his  crown  for  me, 

3.  The  light  of  his  love  shineth  brighter,  As    it  falls  on  paths  of    woe, 

4.  His  will   I  have  joy  in  ful-  filling,  As  I'm  walking  in    his    sight, 
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The  storm  that  I  feared  may  surround  me,  But  it  ne'er  excludes  his 

The  cup  that  I  drink  not  more  bitter  Than  he  drank  in  Gethsema  - 

The  toil  of  my  work  groweth  lighter.    As  I     stoop      to  raise  the 

My  all   to  the  blood  I  am  bringing,     It  a  -  lone    can  keep  me 


face. 
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The  cross    is    not   greater  than  his    grace, 
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hide     his  bless  -  ed      face  ; 
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I      am      sat  -  is  -  fied    to   know 
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That  with  Je-  sus  here  be-  low,      I     can    con  -  quer    ev  -   'ry      foe. 
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John  R.  Clements. 


Jno.  R.  Swbnby. 


1.  Dost  thou  know  at  thy  bolt  -  ed   heart's-door  to-night,  The  Saviour    in 

2.  Out  -  side  he  has  stood  thro'  the  length  of  the  years,  Since  Mother  the 

3.  You      turn  not  away  when  a  friend's  at  your  door,  Here's  one  there's  none 

4.  All  the  pain  and  the  shame  of_his  death  on    the  tree    A    welcome  from 
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meekness  doth  stand,  And  longs  for  admission?  pray,  lis  -  ten  now  To  the 
love-flame  first  fann'd ;  You  havespurn'd  and  rejected,  O  give  heed  to-night  To  the 
like   in  the  land,     Who    asks  to  come  in    to    for-  ev  -  er  abide;  Heed  the 
you  should  command,  Since  the  weight  of  your  sins  in  his  body  he  bore ;  Heed  the 
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knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand.  Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand, 

Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand, 
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Heed  the  knock  of  the  nail-pierced  hand; Swing  the  door  open  wide 

I  Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of      the    nail- pierc- ed  hand  ; 
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Bid  him  enter  and  abide.  Heed  the  knock  of  the  oail-pierced  hand. 

Heed  the  knock,  heed  the  knock  of     the    nail  -  pierced  hand. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


tRi)t  f^apug  Sons. 


F.  BuRGBTTB  Short. 
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Oh,  the  joy  that  we  may  know  when  u-  ni  -  ted  here  be-  low    We  are 

2.  Oh,  the  rap-  ture  of  the   soul,  tho'  the    stormy  billows  roll,     If    in 

3.  Oh,  the  tranquil  peace  and  love  that  he  giv  -  eth  from  a-bove,  And  the 

4.  When  our  journey  here  is   past,  and  the  twilight  comes  at  last,When  the 
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marching  to  the  palace  of  the  King;  With  our  faith  serenely  bright  evVy 
Jesus  we  are  sheltered  from  a-  larnis;  We  can  shout  aloud  his  praise.who  di- 
comfort  that  his  sacred  presence  brings;  When  he  calls  his  own  apart,  and  com- 
deeper  shades  of  evening  shall  descend;  What  a  morning  will  be  ours,  in  those 
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burden  will  be  light,  And  togeth  -  er    of    hismer-cy  we  shall  sing. 

rect' ed    all  our  ways.  For  beneath    us  are   his   ev  -  er- last -ing  arms. 

munes  with  ev'ry  heart,  While  we  rest  beneath  the  shadow    of    his  wings. 

nev  -  er-fading  bowers,When  we  join  the  nobler  song  that  ne'er  shall  end. 


Sing    the  song the  hap  -  py     song, That  fills  with 

Sing   the  song,  the  hap  -  py  song, 


joy the  realms  of  glory;  Andpraiseandpraise,hisnameforevermore. 

that  fills  with  joy 
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1.  There's  a  place     in  heav'n  pre  -  pared  for    me,  When  the   toils     of   this 

2.  In  ray    Fa- ther's  home   are     mansions  bright,  Je- sus  says  it  aud     I 

3.  Ma-  ny  dear  ones  we  lov'd  are  be  -  fore  the  throne.  In  that  happy,  hap-  py 

4.  In  that  home     a  -  bove,    be  -  yond  the  skies, Soon  from  sickness, pain  and 
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life    are     o'er;     Where  the  saints, rob'd  in  white,  shall  for- ev  -  er      be, 

know  'tis     true;     There's  a  home      for         me,      in  that  land    of   light, 

home    on    high;  I  shall  walk   with     them  thro' the  streets  of  gold, 

death   I'll     be,        There  with  Je  -  sus  to  reign        for    -    ev  -  er-  more, 
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Singing    prais  -    es      for-  ev    -     er    -    more. 
Brother,  sis  -  ter,  there  is  one        for         you. 
I   shall  wear  a    star-  ry  crown  by   and   by. 
Through  -  out       all     e  -  ter    -    ni     -    ty. 


Je-  sus  promis'd  me    a 
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home    o  -  ver  there,  Je-  sus  promis'd  me    a  home    o  -  ver  there;  No  more 

•f-     4—     4—    ■*—      ■•-•   ••-    -»$^  -#- 


gii^M^i^gE^ 


• — # 


'^—-^- 


Vr 


I — r 


J— 4— J- 


-!?=; 


-0-^ 


:^^= 


sickness,   sorrow,  pain  or  death,  Je-  sus  promis'd  me  a  home  o-  ver  there. 
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STfjt  Snoto  3||r.i»tf. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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I  learned  it  in   the   Bi-  ble,      A    tender    lit-  tie  prayer;  And  when  the 

For  I  have  often  grieved  him  With  sinful  words  and  ways,    I'll  ask  him 

I   want  to   be  like  Je  -  sus,  That  his  pure  eyes  may  see       A  heart  made 
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flakes  are  falling      So    beauti- ful  and  fair,         I    say   to  my  dear  Saviour 

to    forgive  me,  And  help  me  all  my  days;     He  shed  his  blood  so  precious, 
clean  and  spotless,    To  serve  him  faithfully;     And    so   I'll  ask  him  dai- ly 
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This  lit- tie  pray'r  I  know; 
Because  he  loved  me  so; 
His  mercy   to   bestow; 


""Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  Whiter  than  snow.'' 
"Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  Whiter  than  snow." 
''Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  Whiter  than  snow." 
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Note.— The  chorus  of  "  Whiter  than  Snow  "  may  be  sung  by  the  school  after  the  last  verse. 
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Charles  H.  Crandall. 
DUET. 


Chas.  H.  Gabribl. 
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1.  A  lit- tie  while  to  wait  and  watch  and  wonder,  And  then  to  know    the 

2.  A  lit-tle  while  to  climb  life's  stormy  mountain.  And  then  to  see        the 

3.  A  lit- tie  while  to  say,  "not  mine, but  thy  way,"  And  then  to  won  -  der 


spirit's  glad  release;  A  little  while  to  bear  the  strife  and  thunder,  And  then  to 
vale  with  beauty  rife;  A  little  waiting  by  the  barren  fountain,  And  theu  to 
we  were  not  more  wise;    A  Little  stumbling  in  the  dusty  highway,  And  then  the 


hear  the  harmonies  of        peace, 
taste  the  living  streams  of     life, 
meadow-lands  of  Par-  a    -    dise. 


A  lit-  tie  while. 


a  lit-tle 


m 


A  little  while. 
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while,  ...    A  little  while,  and    we     shall        go, To  be  at 

a  little  while,                              A  little  while,  and  we  shall  go,  and  we  shall  go, 
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home  with  Christ  in  heav'n  forever,  "With  all  the  saints  eternal  joys  to  know. 
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"And  when  he  putteth  forth  his  own  sheep,  he  goeth  before  them,  and  the  sheep  follow  him: 

„    ^  for  they  know  his  voice." — John  x  :  4.  _        ^    ^ 

John  R.  Clrmknts.  Jno.  R.  Swknby. 

Andante. 
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1.  Like  a    shepherd,  tender,  true. 

2.  All    a- long  life's  rugged  road 

3.  Thro'  the  sun  -  lit  ways  of    life 


leads, 


Je-  sus  leads,  .  .  .  Je-  sus  leads,  . 
Je-sus  leads,  .  .  .Je-sus  leads,  . 
Je-Bus  leads,  .  .  .  Je-sus    leads,  . 
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Je-  sus  leads. 


Je-  sus  leads. 
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leads,  ...  Je-sus 

Je-  siis.leads. 
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If  thick  mists  .  are  o'er  the   way,  ,  .  Or  the  flock  .  'mid  danger   feeds,  .  . 

All  the  way,  .     before,  he's  trod,  .   And  he   now  .  .  the  flock  precedes,  .  . 

When  we  reach  .  the  Jordan's  tide.  Where  life's  bound -'ry-line  re -cedes,  .  . 

If  thick  mists      are  o'srtheway.  Or  the  flock      'mid  danger  feeds. 
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He  will  watch  them  lest  they  stray,  Je  -  sus  leads,  .  .  Je  -  sus  leads. 
Safe  in  -to  the  fold  of  God  Je-sus  leads,  .  .  Je-sus  leads. 
He  will  spread  the  waves  a  -  side,       Je  -  sus    leads,  .  .    Je  -  sus  leads. 

Je-  sus  leads, 
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W.  H.  P. 


Wm.  H.  Prick. 
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1.  Come  and  join  our  happy  throng,  Lift  your  voice  in  joyful  song,  As  Je- 

2.  Seel   our  Captain  leads  us  on,     He  has  need  of  ev  -  'ry  one,   For  his 

3.  Then  no   longer  halting  stand,  Come  and  join  our  youthful  band,  As  we 


hovah's  name  we  praise ;  'Neath  the  ban  -  ner  of  the  right  We  are 
cause  must  nev  -  er  fail ;  And  tho'  Sa  -  tan  bars  the  way.  Yet  we 
march  the   foe      to    meet ;      For  we'll  wear    a    victor's  crown,  When  we 
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CHORUS. 


pressing  to  the  fight,  And  our  anthem  loud  we  raise.      Glo  -  ry  and  honor 

press  to  vie  -  to  -  ry.   For  Je  -  hovah  must  prevail. 

lay  our  armor  down,  And  our  trophies  at  his  feet. 
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To  the  Lamb  forev-  eri  Glo-ry  in  the  highest,  sing  Hal-  le-  lu  -  jah  to  his 


XL  i. 


^H^  L '  L  'r^"in; 


.fi — m — 0- 


r^ 


— u  '  ■ 


5a 


^-d:-.-» 


^    1^    ^    .. 


if=S 


P^^ 


1 


:^=tit 


.0 — 0-1 — 0 — 0- 


-m— — #- 


W-LJt 


name!  Let  our  voices  loud  proclaim  Hal-  le  -  lu-  jah  to  our  Saviour  Kingl 
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C«p7ri«;bt,  1388;  b;  Jebn  i.  Hood. 


Living  Hymns,  2 — N 


i94  2©)Dcu  out  &f)ip&  come  Sailing  fMiovnt, 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr, 


J  NO.    R     SWF.NHY 


1.  When  our  shipshaveciossedtheocean, and  been  all  around  the  world,When  they 

2.  But  if  there  is  such  rejoic-  ing   to  see  vessels  here  get  home,  When  we 

3.  Oh,  methinks  I  hear  the  angels  shout,  "  here  comes  an  earthly  bark,  She  has 

4.  So  with  Je-  sus   as  our  Captain  we  expect  to  gain  that  shore,  We  ex- 
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safe  -  ly  gain  the 
know  that  in      a 
found  her  way  to 

pect    to  cast  our 

11            1                            M 

ha- ven,  and  their  sails     a-  gain   are  furled 
lit  -  tie  while  these  ships  a  -  gain  will  roam  ; 
heaven,   tho'  the     w^ay  was  rough  and  dark ; 
anchor  there,  and   stay  for  -  ev  -    er    more ; 

-r    ■♦ 

;We    re- 

Oh.what 
But  she 
And  we 
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joicetosee  them  enter,  and  to  know  the  anchor's  cast,  Raising  joylul  shouts  of 
must  It   be   in    heaven  when  a   soul  comes  sailing  in,   To  go  out  no  more  for- 
bad a  star  to  guide  her,  called  the  bright  and  morning  star.  It  has  guided  millions 
know  the  angels  will  be  there  to  greet  us  when  we  come,  They  will  join  in  songsoi 
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I  welcome,  for   our    ships  are  home  at  last. 

i  ev  -  er    sail-  ing      on     the  sea    of    sin  ? 

o  -  ver  from  that   dis-  tant  land  a  -  far." 
rapture,  "welcome home,  oh,  welcom«ihome." 


Oh,  what    singing,  oh,  what 
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shouting,when  our  ships  come  sail  intr  home ; 

They  have  stood  the  mighty  tempests,  they  have 

^ — ^ — ^_ 
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crossed  the    o-  cean's  foam  ;  They  have  passed  o'er  storn)y  billows,  but  they 
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now  have  <;:=.;  :r.\l  theshore,Tlieanchor's  cast. they're  home  at  ]ast,the  voyage  is  safely 
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Henry  F.  Lytb. 
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Tune,  EVENTIDE.     los. 
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1.  Abide  with  me!  fast  falls  the  eventide,The  darkness  deepens-Lord,with  meabide! 


1^1^  I'M 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 

0  thou,  who  changest  not.  abide  with  me! 

1  need  thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 

What  but  thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power? 

Who,  like  thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  be? 

Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  Lord,  abide  with  me! 

I  fear  no  foe,  with  thee  at  hand  to  bless; 

Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness; 

Where  is  death's  sting?  where,  gi-ave,  thy  victory? 

I  triumph  still,  if  thou  abide  with  me. 

Hold  thou  thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 

Shine  through  the  gloom  and  point  me  to  the  skies; 

Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  fifie; 

In  lile,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me  1 
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P.   ElLHORN. 


1.  Oh,  ihe  best  irieud  to  have  is 

2.  What  a  friend    I  have  found  in 

3.  Tho'   I    pass  thro'  the  night  of 

4.  "When  at  hist     to  our  home  we 


sus,  When  the  aires  of  lile  up- 
sus  I  Peace  and  comfort  to   my- 
row. And  the   chilly  waves  of 
er,  With  the  loved  ones  who  have 


strength  and  grace  impart ;  Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is 

fear    no    ill     or  harm  ;  Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is 

Sav-  iour  is      so  near;  Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is 

him    for   ev-ermore;   Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have  is 


Je  - 
Je  - 
Je  - 
Je     - 


sus. 
sus. 
sus. 
sus. 
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The  best  friend  to  have  is 


17^"  •  'J  i 

Je       -       sus,  The  best  friend  to  have   is 

Je-  sus  ev-*r^'  day. 
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Je        -  sus, 

Je-  sus  all   the  way ; 


^ 


He    will    help  you  when  you    fall,       He    will 
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hear  you  when  you  call ;   Oh,  tne  best  friend  to  have      is      Je    -    sus. 


Wat  ©oltrew  it  eg. 


Prayer  !s  the  key  to  unlock  the  door,  and  the  bolt  to  shut  in  the  night," 

Jno.  R.  Swenet. 


1.  Prayer  is  the  key  For  the  bending  knee   To  open  the  morn's  first  hours; 

2.  Not  a  soul  so  sad,  Nor  a  heart  so  glad,  When  cometh  the  shades  of  night', 

3.  Take  the  golden  key  In  your  hand  and  see,  As  the  night  tide  drifts  away, 
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See  the  incense  rise  To  the  starry  skies,  Like  perfume  from  the  flow'rs. 
But  the  daybreak  song  Will  the  joy  prolong,  And  some  darkness  turn  to  light. 
How  its  blessed  hold  Is  a  crown  of  gold,  Thro'  the  weary  hours  of  day. 
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Copynght,  1875,  by  John  J, 


Hood. 


4  When  the  shadows  fall, 
And  the  vesper  call 

Is  sobbing  its  low  refrain, 
'Tis  a  garland  sweet 
To  the  toil -dent  feet, 

And  an  antidote  for  pain. 
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5  Soon  the  year's  dark  door 
Shall  be  shut  no  more: 

Life's  tears  shall  be  wiped  away, 
As  the  pearl  gates  swing, 
And  the  gold  harps  ring, 

And  the  sun  unsheathes  for  ayCc 
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Fev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 

n       SOLO.  With  expression. 


J.   HOWAKD    EnTWISLB. 
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1.  There's  a    cit  -  y   bri<:ht  and  hiir 

2.  On    the  journey      to     that  land, 

3.  Ma-  ny  loved  ones  gone  be  -  foie 

4.  Free  from  ev  -  'ry   stain    of    sin, 


In  that  conn-  try      o  -   ver  there. 
He  will  help  his  saints  to  stand, 
Now  are  wait-  iug     on    that  shore, 
With  our  Lord  we'll  en  -  ter     in, 


Pi 


Nothing  like  it  here  was  ev  -  er     seen;— 

As   up-  on  his  loving  arm    we     lean; 

Standing  on  those  hills  of  liv-  ing    green; 

A.fter  we  have  cross'd  death's  rolling  stream ; 
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Some  bright  morning,  we  are  told. 

We  shall  o-  vercome  our  foes 

Soon  we'll  meet  them  face  to  face. 

For  each  door  is    o-  pen  wide 
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We  shall  reach  those  streets  of  gold, — God  has  opened  all  the  gates  between. 

And  the  dangers  that   oppose, —  God  has  opened  all  the  gates  between. 

For  we're  sure  to  reach  that  place, — God  has  opened  all  the  gates  between. 

Since  the  blessed  Saviour  died, —  God  has  opened  all  the  gates  between. 
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O   that     cit  '  y,   bright  and  fair, 


Waiting     for     us       o  -   ver  there, — 


What  tlio'  tri-  als  here  may  in-  ter   -   vene?     Kept  by  his    nnfailing  grace, 
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Copjright,  1899,  bj  J.  Howard  Entwiale. 
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We  shall  surely  reach  that  place, — God  has  opened  all  the  gates  be-  tween. 
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3tnu»  ^ouIO  %t  00  Sorts. 

Mrs.  W.  B.  DiNGMAN.  (  For  the  Primary  Class.)  Maud  Ward  Duncan. 
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1.  Jesus  would  be,  oh,  so    sor  -  ry,  Je-  sus  who  loves  me     so, 

2.  Je-  sus  will  stay  close  by     me,  By  him  I'm  never  for  -  got ; 

3.  When  I've  done  wrong  I  will  tell  him.  My  sins  to  him  I'll  confess ; 
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If  I  should  wander  away  from  him,  And  in  -  to  for-  bidden  paths  gu. 
When  I  do  wrong  a  sweet  voice  within  Says  "  child,  you  had  better    not. 
I'll  say,  "  dear  Saviour,  I'm  sorry,  Come  now  and  thy  little  one  bless." 
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1                 I'll  not  make  Je-  sus  feel  sor  -  ry, 
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Je  -  sus  who  loves  me 

so; 
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But  when  I  am  tempted  I'll  look  to  him,  And  say  to  the  tempter,  "  No." 
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Ida  M.  Buud. 


mpon  tf)t  Mot^, 


Chas  H.  Gabriel 
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1.  Up-  on  the  Rock,  the  solid  Rock  I'm  building,  day  by  day,     A  house  no 

2.  I     la-  bor  on    se-  cure  in  this,  ray  Rock  can  never  fail,  Sin's  waves  may 

3.  And  oh  I  my  heart  is  glad  to  know  that  he  my  work  doth  see;      I   have  his 


Pfi35 


-m 


gzitt 


i 


rfczt: 


•if- 


^^ 


zN:r± 


-^- 


--N- 


storms  can  overthrow,  no  floods  can  wash  a  -  way;  For  Christ  its  sure  found- 
seek  to  undermine,  and  winds  of  doubt  as-  sail;  But  winds  may  blow,  and 
promise  that  my  toil  not  all    in   vain  shall   be,     For,  finished   by    his 
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a-  tion  is,  its  precious  corner  stone,   On  him,  thro'  him,  for  him  I  build,  the 

rains  descend,and  storms  be  fierce  and  wild,They  cannot  shake  my  building  firm  on 

loving  hand,  my  house  at  last  shall  rise,  A  glorious  place  prepared  for  me, — my 
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CHORUS.  Faster. 
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work  is  his  alone,  f  Upon  the  Rock,  ....    the  solid  Rock 

this  foundation  piled.      \  Against  the  storm,  .  .  .    or  tempest's  shock,  .  .  . 
mansion  in  the  skies.  /  Upon  the  Rock,  the  solid  Rock 

(Against  the  storm,  or  tempest  s  shock, 
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I    am  building     safe  and       sure; '      ' 

My    house  shall  stand  {Omit )       se   -   cure 

I     am  building  safe  and  sure,  I  am  building  safe  and  sure  ; 

My  house  shall  stand  secure,  {Omit )  ^^Y  house  shall  stand  secure. 
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^  Copjright,  1899,  by  John  J.  Hood.  I 
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E,  E.  Hewitt. 


B.  Frank  Butts. 
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1.  Life  has  its  changeful  seasons,  its  sunshine  and  its  rain,  Its  summer  and  its 

2.  In  ev- 'ry  precious  promise  I  see    a   golden   ray,    To  fill  ray  soul  with 

3.  The  clouds  may  veil  the  sunshine  now  streaming  from  above,  Yet  they  are  ting'd 
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win  -  ter,  its  pleasures  and  its  pain;  But  coming  close  to  Je  -  sus,  his 
gladness,  to  guide  me,  lest  I  stray;  The  word  of  my  Redeem-  er  rich 
glo  -  ry,  the  com-  fort  of  his  love;   Since  at  the  feet  of  Je  -  sus     I 
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grace  will  not  depart;  The  Daystar  hath  arisen,  'tis  shining  in  my  heart, 
blessing  shall  impart;  The  Daystar  hath  arisen,  'tis  shining  in  my  heart, 
chose  the  better  part,   The  Daystar  hath  arisen,   'tis  shining  in  my  heart. 
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Beautiful  Star,  Star  of  the  Day,      Risen  for  me,    lighting  my  way; 

Beautiful  Star,              Star  of  the  Day,              Risen  for  me,  lighting  my  way 
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Beautiful  Star,     Star  of  the  Day,   Pledge  of  the  morn  that  fades  not  away. 

Beautiful  Star,  Star  of  the  Day,      Pledge  of  the  morn 
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©nt  ftaU  ©!Fanaicfc5. 


E.  C.  Clbphane. 


NVm.  J.   KiRKPATRICK. 


There  were  ninety   and  nine   that    safe     -      ly    lay 
'*  Lord,       thou      hast  here  thy  nine-  ty   and  nine : 
But  none    of    the   ran-  sonied      ev     -     er  knew 
"  Lord,  whence  are  those  blood-drops  all     the  way 
But  all   through  the  mountains,  thun  -  der-  riven, 


In  the  shclt  -  er 
Are  they  not  e- 
How  deep  were  the 
That  mark  out  the 
And    up  from  the 
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of     the      fold,         But        one    was   out    on  the  hills    a-  way,      Far 
nough  for    thee  ?  "  But  the  Shepherd  made  answer ;  "  'Tis  of  mine      Has 

waters  crossed:  Xor  how  dark  was  the  night  that  the  Lord  passed  thro'  Ere  he 
mountain's  track '?"  ''  They  were  shed  for  one  who  had  gone  astray   Ere  the 
rock  -  y      steep,      There      rose       a   cry      to  the   gate  of  heaven,  *"  Ke-       ' 


off  from  the  gates    of     gold —    A-  way  on  the  mountains  wild  and  bare,  A-    \ 
wandered  a  -  way  from     me :  And  al  -  tho'  the  road  be  rough  and  steep  I 
found  his  sheep  that  was  lost,     Out  in  the  desert  he  heard  its  cry —  ["They are 
Shepherd  could  bring  him  back." ''  Lord,whence  are  thy  hands  so  rent  and  torn?" 
joicel  I  have  found  my  sheep !  "  And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne,"  Ee- 


way  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care.  Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd  s  care. 
I        go  to  the  desert  to  find  my  sheep,  I  go  to  the  desert   to   find     my     sheep. 

Sick  and  helpless  and  ready  to  die.      Sick  and  helpless  and  ready  to      die. 
pierced  to-night  by  many  a  thorn."  '"  They  are  pierced  to-night  by  many  a  thorn." 
joice,  for  the  Lord  firings  back  his  own !  ""•Rejoice,  for  the  Lord  brings  back  his  own. 
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O    Jesus,  thou  shepherd  di- vine,     Keep  us    in  the  safe,  narrow     way 


^^^iil^ 


-#-  -#-   -#-   -#-   -•-   -#- 


:it — ^ — w—w- 


■0 


ElE_t 


--^-^ 


z^— jvzii-: 


And  out  of  the  cold  lead  into  thy  fold  Some  poor  wand'ring  soul,  to-day. 
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Rev.  John  Ellerton. 
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Edward  J.  Hopkins. 
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1.  Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise  With  one  accord  our  parting 

2.  Grant  us  thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way;  With  thee  began,  with  thee  shall 


■^.   , 7 — ^ — 0 — •— r'^ — <^~( z — m—r^ — r 


I     I 


r— f 


r^ 


-(5< — ^- 


-.a 
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ti 


-»-^^ 


:s: 


hymn  of  praise  ;  We  rise  to  bless  thee  ere  our  worship  cease,  And  now  departing, 
end  the  day  ;  Guard  thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from  shame, 
,  111  That  in  this  house  have 


wait  thy  word  of  peace, 
call'd  upon  thy  name. 


m&^m\ 


1^  3  Grant  us  thy  peace,  Lord,  thro'  the  coming  night; 


Turn  thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light; 
From  harm  and  danger  keep  thy  children  free. 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  thee. 

Grant  us  thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life. 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  aud  our  stay  in  strife ; 
Then,  when  thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict  cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace. 
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iiti)o\ii  tfje  muQ  of  fl^tn\)tn. 


B.  D.  James. 

Male  Voices 

-5S 


W.   B.  JUDEFIND. 


All  Voices. 


1.  Behold  the  King  of  heav  -  en ;    his  ban-  ner  now   un  -  furled      On 

2.  Behold  the  Kino;  of  heav  -  en,    let   loy  -  al  hearts  now  bring    Their 

3.  Behold  the  King  of  heav  -  en.      a    Conquer  -  or      of       sin,        He 

^   I  .  si  !♦♦♦*♦  ^^^  ♦ 


^^^ 


-^1 


-==-r 


Male  Voices. 


earth  till  that  great  standard  floats  o'er  the  whole  wide  world;  Behold  the  King  of 
love  to  Him  established  now  as  earth's  mighty  King ;  Behold  the  King  of 
now  enthron'd  in  pow-  er  vie  -  to  -  ry  great  did      win  ;      Behold  the  King  of 


9fc^ 


All  Voices.  ^ 

:=:1=z:iv::t=zi^; 


^    ^ 

s 


-F?= 


Ei^EE 


^ 


•»— n— — ^f*-^ 

-# # — f f-\-0—r 


heav  -  en,  let  all  the  peoples  know  That  he  who  reigns  in  heaven  sets 
heav  -  en,  let  all  the  peoples  raise  Their  joy- ful  hal  -  le  -  lu-jahs  to 
heav   -    en,    let   ev  -  Ty  heart  pre- pare   Room  for  the  blessed  Sov'reign  and 


-•— r 


3?: 


I 


— ' -^ — 
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ry 


heart       prepare     him        room, 


'^    I 
up  his  throne  below.      Let  ev 
I     him  who  claims  all  praise. 

his  great  love  declare.      Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  him  room,  Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  him  room, 
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Behold,  the  King  of  heav'n  has         come; An-  gel    -    ic 

Be-  hold,  the  King  of  heav'n  has  come,  the  King  of  heav'n  has  come  ;       An  -  gel  -  ic  voic-  es 
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voic    -    es   loud  and         clear    Proclaim  the  mighty  One  is      here 

loud  and  clear,  Angelic  voices  loud  and  clear  Proclaim  the  naighly  One,  the  mighty  One  is  here. 

■0-    ■#-■•-#■ -^     -••.    ■•-•»■ 
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nmtn  to  toe  mwn. 


Animated. 


Adam  Geibel. 
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Si 


1.  I  love  the  happy,  happy  Christmas  time,  The  time  that  is     so    dear; 

2.  I    love  to  sinji;  of  how  the  Saviour  came   To  dwell  up  -  ou  the  earth  ; 

3.  "All  glo-  ry  !  glo-  ry  !  be  to  God  on  high  "  Was  their  ce  -  les-  tial  song, 

4.  Then  let  us  on  this  happy  Christmas  day,  Sing  prais-  es    to    our  King; 
-       -0 0 0—0Uf^—0-    ^ 

■0 0 0 »-+f  *#— •  - 
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-^— t^— ^-^- 
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To  hear  the  ringing  of  the  mer- ry  chime  That  comes  from  far  and  near. 
How  an-  gels  out  up-  on  Ju  -  de-  a's  plain.  Proclaimed  his  wondrous  birth. 
'Good- will  to  men, and  on  the  earth  be  peace,"  The  joy-  ful  notes  pro-  long. 

Let   ev-  'ry  heart  and  ev'ry  tongue  rejoice,    Let  bells  triumph-  ant   ring. 
^  ,,   N  •0-  .-•..•..•.     U_  -       -.-9- 
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[bells; 
Listen  to  the  bells,     Listen  to  the  bells,     Listen  to  the  merry,  merry  Christmas 
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Listen  to  the  bells,  Listen  to  the  bells.  Listen  to  themerry,merry  Christmas  bells. 


f^Ffi 


Coprrigbt,  1891,  by  John  i.  Uood. 


#_#_«_#_#_#zf:t 


206 


jaot  ^sf)amr5  of  3tsu0. 


Joseph  Gkigg. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Jesus,  and  shall      it  ever   be,  A  mortal  man      ashamed  of  thee  ? 

2.  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  soouer  far         Let  evening  blush  to  own  her  star; 

3.  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  just  as  soon      Let  midnight  be  aslianied  of  noon  ; 


' "    i:j.  >  '^  1^  J     ^ '  >  ^  h  J 
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Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise,     "Whose  glories  shine  thro'  endless  days. 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine  O'er  this  beniy.hted  soul  of  mine. 

'Tis  midnight  with  my  soul  till  he,     Bright  morning  Star,  bids  darkness  flee. 
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Ashamed  of  Je    -    sus         I    never,    I    never  will  be, 


I    never  will  be. 


^-^ 


For  my  dear  Sav  -  iour       is  not  ashamed  of  me; No!  when  I 

is     not  ashamed   of  me  ; 


'-^: 


-f- — = — •*€— i-i— 
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HI 


blush  .  .  ,  be  this  my  shame,      That  I  no  more  re  -  vere   his       name. 

That  T  no  more  revere  his  name. 
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D.  K.  En. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  On  the  brow  of  night  there  shines  a  silver  star.  On  the  brow  of  night  there 

2.  'Tis  the  lamp  of  God  high  hanging  in  the  air,  "Tis  the  lamp  of  God  high 

3.  Bringvour  gifts  of  gold,of  frankincense  and  myrrh,  Bring  your  gifts  of  gold, of 


"^ 


•-•- 


-#— •- 


9^ 


r — t- 
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shines  a    sil-  ver  star,  And  the  wise  men  gaze  on  its  heav'nly  ray.s,  Till  they 
hanging  in  the  air.  And  it  guides  our  feet  thro'  the  roy-  al  street;  There  is 
frankincense  and  myrrh,  For  the  King  we  own  is  on  David's  throne ;  Let  the 

tTk*          m      ^m      m       m       m           m  '     m    ^                       *        •       • 

m          m      m 
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0          00 
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find  the  King,  whose  throne  they  sought  afar.  In  the  Babe  of  Beth-  le  -  hem. 

sweet  soul-rest  for  those  who  seek  it  there,  From  the  Babe  of  Beth-  le  -  hem. 

ho  -  ly  Child  your  best  affections  stir ;  Tis  the  Babe  of  Beth-  le  -  hem. 
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Silver  star, 

Silver  sUr, 


holy  light, 


>1  > 

shine  a  -  far 

holy  light, 


shine  afar 


o  er  the  night, 

o'er  the  night. 


Till  the  world  shall  come  where  the  young  Child  lay, 

And  enter  the  gates  of  the  new-born  day. 
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Kt)t  ^n\m&. 


Andante  maestoso. 


1st  Verse,  Male  Voices. 

2d  and  3d  Verses,  Female  Voices. 

Jtazz 


J.  Faurb. 


1.  O'er  all  the  \va3',gieeu  palms  aud  blossoms  ^jay 

2.  His  word  goes  forth, and  people  by  its    might 

3.  Sing  and  rejoice,  O  blest  Jeru  -   sa    -    lem, 
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Are  strewn  this  day  in  festal  prep  -    a-  ration,Where  Jesus  comes, to  wipe  our 
Once  more  their  freedom  gain  from  degrada  -    tion,    Human  -  ity  doth  give  to 
Of  all  thy  songs  sing  the  eman-  cipation  Thro'  boundless  love, the  Christ  of 
3        3 


tears 
each  his 
Beth-  le    - 


way, 

right, 

hem 


E'en  now  the  throng  to  welcome  him  prepare. 
While  those  in  darkness  find  restored  the  light. 
Brings  faith  and  hope  to  thee  forev  -    ermore. 
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CHORUS.  In  unison,  a  tempo. 


Male  Voices. 


Joiu  all  and  sing,     his  name      declare,         -  Let  ev'ry  voice  resound  with 
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praised  be  the  Lord ! 
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Bless    him  who  cometh  to  bring  us  salva 


tion! 
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lOHN  NEWrON. 

Moderato.      duet— Female  Voices  and  Male  Voices. 


J.  H    Entwisle. 
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Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spokeu,      Zi-on,  cit  -  y        of  our     God; 
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He  whose  word  cauuot  be    broken.  Formed  thee  for  his  own  a  -  bode; 
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On    the  Rock  of    A-  ges  founded,  What  can  shake  thy  sure  re  -  pose 
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With  salvation's  walls  surrounded,  Thou  mav'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 
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Ayidante. 


Male  Voices  in  Unison. 
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Spring  -    ing 
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ig^^ 


j  fron\  e  -  ter-  ual  love, 


Still  .  .  .  supply  thy  sons  and 
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flows  our  thirst  t'  as-  suage  ? 
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Nev     -     er  fails  from  age  to  age. 
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'Roiind  each  hab  -  i  -    ta-  tion  hov'ring,  See  the  cloud  and  fire    appear, 
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For     a     glo  -  ry    and    a    cov'ring,  Showing  that   the  Lord  is    near; 
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Thus  de  -  riv  -  ing  from  their  banner  Light  by  night  and  shade  by  day, 
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Safe  they  feed   up  -  on  the  manna  Which  he  gives  thera  when  they  pray. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


mEiE^ 


I   heard  the  voice  of       Je-  sus  say,  "  Come  un  -  to  me    and       rest ; 
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I     found  in    him    a  resting-place.  And    he  has  made  me       glad. 
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My  thirst  vi'as  quench 'd, my  soul  revived,  And  now     I      live   in      him. 
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marching  on,  Christ  our  Captain,  Christ  our  Lord 
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More      love,0  Christ, to  thee,  More  love,0  Christ, to  thee,More  love  to  thee ! 
More  of  love,  O 
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Once  earthly      joys    I  craved,  Sought  peace  and  rest ;        Now  thee  a- 
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j        More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee.  More  love  to  thee,  O  Christ,  More  love  to  thee. 
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Let  sorrow  do  its  work,  Send  grief  and  pain ;  Sweet  are  thy  messengers. 
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Sweet  their  refrain,  When  they  can  sing  with  me,  More  love,0  Christ, to  thee. 
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More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee,  More  love  to  thee 
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Whisper  thy  praise ;  This  be  the  parting  cry  My  heart  shall  raise,  This  still  its 
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pray V  shall  be, More  love,0  Christ,  to  thee, 


More  love  to  thee. 
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Psalm  121. 
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1.  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills,  from  whence   .  . 

2.  He  will  not  suffer  thy  foot  to  be  moved  :  he  that  keepeth 

thee 

3.  The  Lord  is  thy  keeper:  the  Lord  is  thy  shade  upon  thy 

4.  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from  all  evil:  he  shall  pre- 
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i  My  help  cometh  from  the  Lord,  which 

Behold,  he  that  keepeth  Israel  shall  neither.  .  . 
The  sun  shall  not  smite  thee  by  day,  nor  the  .  . 
The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going  out  and  thy  com- 
ing in  from  this  time  forth,  and  even  for    .  .  . 
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earth, 
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Praise  3'e   Je-  ho-  vah,  O  praise  the  Lord  who  reigus  above,  Praise  ye  Je  - 
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ho-  vah,  the  Ruler  <rreat,  the  God  of  love;  Praise  ye  Je-  ho- vali,  O  praise  the 
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Lord  who  reigns  above.  Praise  ye  Je-  hovah,  the  Ruler  great,  the  God  of  love 
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praise,  who  doth  crown  with  loving  kindness.      Sing      un- to  God,   source  of 

sing  praise,  O  sing  to  God, 
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ev  -  Ty  joy  and  blessing,   Lift  the  voice  in    a  glad,  triumphant  shout,  Re- 


^.^^L^^__5-_!^_t 


^-^ 


^     ^ 


J 1 


joice,  and  praise  ye  the  Father  I     Praise  ye,  praise  the  Father,  he   is  God  o'er 
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Praise  him  for  his  wondrous  works.  Let  the  glad,  triumphant  anthem  ring.  Laud  and 
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"  Tho'   your  sins  like  scar-  let  glow,  Whit-  er  shall  they   be  than  snow ! ' 
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Deep  -  ly     ray     re  -  volt  de-  plore ;  "Weep,  be-  lieve,  and    sin    no   more, 
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Depth  of  mer  -  cy  !  can  there  be         Mer-  cy  still     re-  served  for  me? 
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3 


^^i 


t-^ 


«: 


I     I 

I     I    I    I     i    I    I       I 


Copyright,  1-78  bj  John  J.  Hood. 


mtifti)     of    SjmtVtSt CONTINUED.  231 


w^^^^^^^E^^m^m^^ 


Can  my    God  his  wrath  forbear?      Me,  the   chief      of     sinners,  spare? 
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Sav  -    iour     stands,  .  .  .     Shows       his  wounds,       and  spreads     his 
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hands,  Shows     his    wounds    and     spreads      his    hands. 
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Who  doeth  great  things." — Job  v  :  9. 
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1.  To    God      be  the  glo-  ry,  great  things  he  hath  done,  So  loved  he  the 

2.  O      per  -  feet  redemption,  the  purchase  of  blood,   To   ev  -  'ry  be  - 

3.  Great  things  he  hath  taught  us, great  things  he  hath  done.  And  great  our  re- 
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world  that  he  gave  us  his  Son,  Who  yielded  his  life  an  atonement  for  siu, 
liever  the  promise  of  God;  The  vil  -  est  offend-  er  who  truly  believes, 
joicing  thro'  Jesus  the  Sou  ;  But  purer,  and  higher,  and  greater  will  be 
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D.S. — come  to  the  Father,  thro'  Jesus  the  Sou, 
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And  opened  the  life-gate  that  all  may  go  in.  Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord, 
That  moment  from  Jesus  a  pardon  receives. 
Our  wonder,  our  transport  when  Jesus  we  see.  ,^  i. 
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And  give  him  the  glory,  great  things  he  hath  done. 


Let  the  earth  hear  his  voice,  Praise  the  Lord, praise  the  Lord,  Let  the  people  rejoice;  O 
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Praise  him,  O  praise  him!  The  golden  harps  are  ringing,  Praise  him,  O  praise  him! 
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Where  angels  bright  are  singing;  The  children,  too,  their  voices  raise  In  happy, 
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happy  songs  of  praise,  Praise  him,  O  praise  him!  Hosan-na  to  our  King;  Ho- 
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sanna  to  our  King;  Hosan-  na  to  our  King;  Hosan  -  na,  ho-  san  -  na.  Ho- 
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sanna  to  our  King!         The  sunny  streams  and  fountains.  The  billows  of  the 
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sea,  The  valleys  and  the  mountains,  Dear  Lord,  are  praising  thee;  The  birds  sing 
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bright,     Onward,  marching  onward,  with  our  footsteps  light;  Follow,  ever 
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follow  where  the  Master  leads,  Trusting,  sweetly  trusting  him  for  all  our  needs. 
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Thro'  all  the  year  his  gifts  of  love  appear,  Like  bird-notes  of  the  spring  Our 
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blessed  our  way.  And  wake  to-day  This  grateful  lay.  Awake !    awake!     each 
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heart  and  voice,  Let  praises  be  our  liappy  choice;  In  our  Saviour  now  rejoice. 
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Awake!      awake  !  his  name  proclaim  ;  He  loves  us,  loves  us  ever,  Oh,  for- 

Awake  !  awake  !  his  name       proclaim  ; 
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praise!  Praise  for  this  beautiful  place;  Praise,  praise,  praise  I 

Praise  for  the  book  of  his  grace; 
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Praise, praise, praise!  Praise  for  his  reconciled  face; 

Ravs  from  above, beaminfr  witli  love; 
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Heaven-  ly  light  of   his  love.    Heartily  trust,  heartily  trust,  Trust  for  the 
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years  still  to  come;  Fervently  pray,  fervently  pray,  Jesus  will  lead  ns  home. 

^  '^  ^  J.        '  '  -  « 


'^^-- 


3 
0-^ 


-€— € 


:p— «— * 


# — # — # — »- 


t^=t 


••-    -«>- 


-^-^ 


-V— >— >- 


vzi^— V- 


V— ^-V— V- 


i^iz: 


^-^: 


®: 


:|^=q: 


A->- 


iN--^^ 


1=t 


# tf 0 0- 


^^^f-     ^l^'^f     ^^^^^^; 


I 

Joyful-  ly  sing,  joyfully  sing,  Jesus  is  Saviour  and  Guide;  Joyfully  sinj 
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joyful-  ly  sing,  Trusting,whatever  betide.  Sing!  Sing,  sing,  sing,  Cheerily 
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I  cheerily  sing;  Sing, sing,sing,Jesus,our  Saviour  and  King;  Sing, sing, sing, Lovingly 
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lovingly  bring  Glory  and  praise,  glory  and  praise,  Glory  and  praise  to  our  King! 
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Rev,  James  G.  Small. 


SirAirrHUK  Sullivan. 


1.  I've  found  a  friend;  oh,  such  a  friend  I  He  loved  me  ere     I  knew  him: 

2.  I've  found  a  friend;  oh,  such  a  friend  I  He  bled,  he  died  to  save  me; 

3.  I've  found  a  friend;  oh,  such  a  friendl  So  kind  and  true  and    tender! 

J    -  -  ^  -     '  i  *       .   .    . 


H rl i ta ^r#-- — * 0 ^- 


E 


^^ 


^g|| 


m\ 


:«ti 


^-^. 


He  drew  me  with  the  cords    of  love,  And  thus  he  bound  me    to 

And  not     a  -  lone  the    gift     of   life,  But  his  own  self  he    gave 

So  wise    a     Counsel  -  lor  and  Guide,  So    mighty      a    De  -  fend 
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him: 
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And  round  my  heart  still  closely  twine  Those  ties  which  naught  can  sever, 
Naught  that  I  have  mine  own   I'll  call,   I'll  hold     it     for  the  Giv  -  er ; 
From  him  who  loves  rae  now    so   well  What  pow'r  my  soul  shall  sever? 
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For  I  am  his,  and  he  is  mine.  For  ev  -  er  and  for  ev  -  er. 
My  heart,  my  strength,  my  life,  mj'^  all.  Are  his,  and  his  for  ev  -  er. 
Shall  life  or  death, shall  earth  or  hell?  No:  I     am   his      for    ev  -  er. 
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Rev.  Henky  Alford. 


Sir  George  J.  Elvey. 
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1.  Come,   ye   thankful  peo-  pie.  come, 

2.  All     the  world  is  God's  own  field, 

3.  For    the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 

4.  E  -  veu     so,  Lord,  quickly  come 
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Raise  the  song   of     harvest-home : 

Fruit  un  -  to    his  praise  to  yield ; 

And  shall  take  his    harvest  home; 

To     thy      fi-  nal   harvest-home; 
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All       is   safe  -  ly      gathered     in, 
Wheat  and  tares  to  -  geth-  er    sown, 
From    his  field  shall   in    that   day 
Gath  -  er  thou  thy   peo  -  pie     in, 
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Ere   the    winter's  storms  be 
Un  -  to     joy     or      sor  -  row  grown 
All    of  -  fenc  -  es    purge  a  -  way ; 
Free  from  sor  -  row,  free  from  sin ; 


God,  our  Mak-er,  doth  pro- vide  For  our  wants  to  be  supplied: 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear,  Then  the  full  corn  shall  ap-pear: 
Give  his  an  -  gels  charge  at  last  In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast, 
There  for  -  ev  -    er     pur  -    i-  fied.        In      thy   presence       to      a -bide: 
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Come  to  God's  own    tern  -  pie,  come,  Eaise  the  song   of     harvest -home. 
Lord   of     har-  vest,  grant  that  we  Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 
But   the  faith  -  ful     ears    to    store       In     his   gar-  ner     ev  -  er  -  more. 
Come,  with  all    thine    an-  gels,  come.   Raise  the   glorious    harvest  -  home. 
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M.  Claudius.     Tr.  Jane  M.  Campbell. 


J.  A.  P.  ScHUi 
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1.  We  plough  the  fields,  and  scatter  The  good  seed  on  the  land,  But    it    is 

2.  He      on  -  ly     is     the    Mak  -  er  Of  all  things  near  and  far  ;  He  paints  the 

3.  We  thank  thee,then,0  Father,For  all  things  bright  and  good'The  seed-time 
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fed   and     \va  -  tered  By  God's  almight-y    hand;  He  sends  the  snow  in 
i  wayside  flow  -    er;    He  lights  the  evening  star ;  The  winds  and  waves  o- 

j  and  the    har  -  vest,  Our  life,  our  health,  our  food  ;  Ac- cept  the  gifts  we 
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winter,  The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain.  The  breezes  and  the  sunshine,  And 
bey  him.  By  him  the  birds  are  fed;  Much  more  to  us,  his  children.  He 
of-  fer,  For  all  thy  love  imparts,  And,  what  thou  most  desirest,  Our 
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j  soft    refresh  -  ing  rain.      All  good  gifts  a  -  round  us  Are  sent  from  heav'n  a- 

1  gives  our  dai  -  ly  bread. 

j  humble,  thankful  hearts. 
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bove;  Then  thank  the  Lord,  oh,  thank  the  Lord,  For 
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Frank  Gould. 


®ne  more  2Jag* 
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1.  One  more  day  its  twilight  brings,  One  more  day  its  shadow 

2.  One  more  day  of  conflict  passed,  One  more  vie    -     fry  gained  at 

3.  One  more  day  of  reaping  o'er.  One  more  sheaf        to  crown  our 

4.  Saviour,     when  as  now  we   rest.  Leaning,   trust    -    ing  on    thy 
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flings ; 
last; 
store ; 
breast, 
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One  sweet  hour 
One  sweet  hour 
One  sweet  hour 
We    shall  cross 
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of  grate-ful    prayer, 
in  praise  to     spend 
to  bathe  the  soul 
the  nar-  row  sea. 


Call- ing  to 
"While  at  a 
Here   in    the 

Still  may  we 


rest    . 
throne  , 
streams 
sing, 
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.     from  toil  and  care, 
of  grace  we    bend. 
,    .      of  joy  that  roll. 
.     inspired  by    thee:- 


One  day   near  - 


-   er   the  land  of 
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One  dav    near    -     -    er  the  white-robed  throng;  There  at  the 
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gate     they  watch  and  wait     For  a  meeting  that  shall  last  forever 

ti    fLtLt-'  t.  -0-    J 

0      P      p      t:  r0--0-^-T-^ P-^-tL-0-J^—^ 


F  P  f 


E±l2ziSztz=u=ii 


t=f 


:^i± 


tifctU 


^i=s: 


^s 


««|i]Tigbt,  18M,  b7  J«ha  J.  HmA. 


they  watch  and  wait, 
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Anna  Warner. 


To  every  man  his  work." — Mark  xiii :  34. 


Robert  Lowry. 


'^S* 


1.  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One    less    of   life  for  me;  Butheav'nis 

2.  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus;  How  glorious    is  my  King  !  'Tisjoy,  not 

3.  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus  ;  How  Sweet  the  work  has  been,  To  tell  the 

4.  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus — Oh,  yes,  a  weary  day;  But  heav'n  shines 
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er,  And  Christ  is  dear-  er.  Than  yes  -  ter-  day,  to    me  ;  His  love  and 
ty,    To  speak  his  beauty;     My  soul  mounts  on  the  wing  At  the  mere 
ry,    To  show  the  glo-  ry  Where  Christ's  flock  enter  in  !  How  it   did 
er,  And  rest  comes  nearer,     At    each  step  of  the  way;  And  Christ  in 
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CHORUS. 
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light   Fill  all    my  soul    to-  night.        One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus, 
thought  How  Christ  my  life  has  bought, 
shine     In  this  poor  heart  of  mine ! 
all —   Be- fore   his  face      I     fall. 
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One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus,        One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus, 
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*?: 


:h 


Copyright  property  of  Muj  Runyon  Lowry.    Caed  by  per. 


4  Oh.  blessed  work  for  Jesus! 
Oh,  rest  at  Jesus'  feet ! 
There  toil  seems  pleasure. 
My  wants  are  treasure, 

And  pain  for  him  is  sweet; 
Lord,  if  I  may, 
I'll  serve  another  day. 
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S.  C.  FOSTBH. 
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^   (  Down      at  the  cross,  on  Calvary's  mountain,  Where  mer-cies    flow^ 
*  (  When    nothing  in   the  whole  ere  -  a  -  tion  Could      purchase    peace, 
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I  plunged  in  the   redeem-  ing  fountain.  Washed  whiter  than  the  snow. 
My  Saviour  brought  his  free  sal va- tion,  Gave  me  complete  re-  lease. 
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Broth  -  ers,  wont  you   hear    the    sto  -   ry?    See    the  fount- ain    flow 
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Oh,    glo-ry    in  the  highest,  glo-ry!    Je- sus  saves  me,  this  I  know. 
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2  When  lost  in  sin,  my  all  I  squandered, 

Far  from  the  fold : 
MySaviour  sought  me  where  I  wandered, 

Gave  me  his  wealth  untold. 
All  bonds  of  sin  and  Satan  rending, 

Christ  made  me  whole: 
111  neVr  forget  that  joy  transcending, 

When  Jesus  saved  my  soul. 


3  All  round  my  way  the  sun  is  shiniuci.- 

Darkness  has  fled : 
On  Jesus'  breast  I  am  reclining. 

Daily  by  him  I'm  fed. 
My  Lord  has  cast  his  robe  around  me, 

No  more  I'll  roam ; 
The  Shepherd  of  the  sheep  has  found  me, 

Jesus  has  brought  me  home. 
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Spanish  Melody,  arr. 


%^ 


t=^ 


1= 


it=i^' 


-•-i 


3iP- 


1.  List     to    thesto-ry      Of  the  Christ,  who  for  thy  soul    Left    all   his 

2.  Anthems  are  ringing      O-  ver  earth  and  sea  and  shore,  Glad   tidings 

3.  Now  he      is  pleading     Up  in  heaven  for  thee  this  hour,  There  in-  ter- 
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glo  -  ry,        All    to  make  thee  whole ;      On    the  cross    he    suffered, 
bringing,        Telling  o'er  and     o'er  Of      a    Sav-iour    ris  -  en; 

ced  -  ing        In    his  love  and  power ;       Oh,   the  par  -  don    proffered, 
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Bled    and  died    on  Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Thus   for  thee      he    purchased 

For    the  stone    is  rolled    a-  way,  From  the  grave's  dark  pris  -  on 

Blood    to  take    thy  sin       a- wav,  Love    di-vine       is      of-fered, 
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Life 
He 

Wilt 


so  full  and    free. 

is  risen  to  -  day. 

thou  come  to- day? 
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Je  -  sus    is       call -ing,    Sweet  and  low  he 


calls  for  thee ;     Je  -  sus     is      call  -  ing.     Wilt  thou  come 

^     .^  Je  -  sus  call  -   ing,  ^^ 
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Word*  and  arr.  oopjright,  1887,  bj  Jno.  K.  bweney. 
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Fanny  J.Crosby. 


J  NO.   R.   SWBNKY. 
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1.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  of    Je  -    sus,  Write  on  my  heart  ev-'ry  word, 

2.  Fasting,  a- lone  in    the  des  -  ert,     TeJl    of   the  days  that  he  passed, 

3.  Tell  of  the  cross  where  they  nailed  him,  Writhing  in  anguish  and  pain: 
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Cho. — Tell   me  the  sto  -  ry    of   Je  -    sus,  Write  on  my  heart  ev'ry  word, 
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Tell    me  the  sto  -  ry  most  precious,      Sweetest  that  ev  -  er  was  heard  ; 
How   for  our  sins  he  was    tempted.      Yet  was  triumphant  at    last ; 
Tell  of  the  grave  where  they  laid  him,  Tell   how  he  liv  -  eth    a- gain; 
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Tell    me  the  sto  -  ry  most  precious.    Sweetest  that  ev  -  er  was  heard. 


59: 


IT 


^=5 


'•r^ 


^—^ 


-^ 


Tell  how  the  angels,    in  cho 
Tell    of  the  years  of  his    la 
Love  in  that  sto  -  ry    so  ten 
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-   rus.   Sang    as  they  welcomed  his  birth, — 

-  bor,     Tell    of  the  sorrow    he  bore, 

-  der,  Clear  -  er  than  ev  -  er    I     see ; 
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Glo  -  ry  to  God  in  the  high  ■ 
He  was  despised  and  af-flict  - 
Stay,  let  me  weep  while  you  wh 
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■  est !  Peace  and  good  tidings    to    earth. 

ed.    Homeless,  reject  -  ed  and    poor. 

isper,  Love  paid  the  ransom   for       me. 
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1.  Softly  and  tenderly   Jesus    is  calling,  Calling  for  you  and  for  me, 

2.  Why  should  we  tarry  when  Jesas  is  pleading,  Pleading  for  you  and  for  me? 

3.  Time  is  now  fleeting,  the  moments  are  passing,  Passing  from  you  and  from  me ; 

4.  Oh !  for  the  wonderful  love  he  has  promised,  Promised  for  you  and  for  me ; 

^-  .0.  .0-  ^ 

# — # — # r»      »      »      #-T»— ^ 


2ii:S: 


-± 


.».-..^_it_ 


f    f    I     I  -^--y 


i,    ^    U    ^    V    ^ 


rc- 


1^=^^^: 


i 


— fl — K-— — P N — \ — \ — ir — \-| — N — IV 


■^riN- 


0—r 


J^-- ^--A. 


^T 


See  on  the  portals  he's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
"Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  his  mercies.  Mercies  for  you  and  for  me? 
Shadows  are  gathering,  death  beds  are  coming.  Coming  for  you  and  for  me. 
Tho'  we  have  sinned  he,  has  mercy  and  pardon,  Pardon  for  you  and  for  me. 
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CHORUS. 
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Come  home, 


come    home, 
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Ye  who  are  weary,  come   home, 
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Earnestly,  tenderly     Jesus    is  calling.    Calling.  O  sinner,  come  home ! 
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WtUomt,  fMinpps  ^otnitiQl 


Ir.  J.  Ellekton. 
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Arthur  Sullivan. 


1.  Welcome,  happy  moraiug!  age  to   age   shall     say,      Hell  to-  day  is 

2.  Earth  her  joy  confess- es,  clothing  her     for    spring,     All  good  gifts  re- 

3.  Months  in  due  succession,  days  of  lengthening  light,    Hours  and  passing 

4.  Mak-er  and  Redeem- er,  life  and  health  of    all,    Thou  from  heav'nbe- 


vanquished,  heav'n  is  won      to    -    day.  Lo  !  the  Dead  is      liv  -  ing, 

turned  with  her    re  -  turn  -  ing      King;  Bloom  in     ev  -  'ry  mead  -  ow, 

moments  praise  thee  in     their    flight;  Brightness  of   the     morning, 

hold  -  ing    hu  -  man  na  -  ture's    fall.  Of    the    Father's    Godhead 


£i=r^S: 


God    for     ev  -  er  -  more;  Him,  their  true    Cre  -    a  -  tor,    all     his 

leaves   on     ev  -  'ry     bough,  Speak    his     sor  -  row    end  -  ed,  hail    his 

sky   and  fields  and      sea.  Van-  quish  -  er       of    darkness,  bring  their 

true  and     on  -  ly        Son,  Man  -  hood    to       de    -    liv  -  er,    manhood 
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works   a  - 

triumph 

praise   to 

didst  put 


dore. 

now. 

thee. 

on. 


Welcome,  hap-  py  morning!  age  to  age  shall  say. 
Hell  to-  day  is  vanquish'd, heav'n  is  won  to  -  day. 
Welcome,  hap-  py,  morning  !  age  to  age  shall  say. 
Hell    to-  day  is  vanquish'd, heav'n  is  won  to  -  day. 
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5  Thou,  of  life  the  author,  death  didst  undergo, 
Tread  the  path  of  darkness,  saving  strength  to  show  ; 
Come  then.  True  and  Faithful,  now  fulfil  thy  word ; 
'Tis  thine  own  third  morning:  rise,  O  buried  Lord! 
Welcome,  happy  morning!  age  to  age  shall  say. 

6  Loose  the  souls  long  prisoned,  bound  with  Satan's  chain, 
All  that  now  is  fallen  raise  to  life  again; 

Show  thy  face  in  brightness,  bid  the  nations  see, 
Bring  again  our  daylight:  day  returns  with  thee. 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished,  heaven  is  won  to-day ! 


For  thy  name's  sake  lead  me,  guide  me." — Ps.  xxxi  :  3. 
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F.  M.  D. 


Frank  M.  Davis 
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1.  Saviour,  lead  me,  lest  I  stray,  Gent-  ly  lead  me  all  the  way ; 

2.  Thou  the  refuge  of  my  soul  "When  life's  stormy  billows  roll, 

3.  Saviour,  lead  me,  then  at  last,        When  the  storm  of  life  is  past, 

I 
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lead  me  all  the  way; 


1.  Sav 


iour. 


lead  me,  lest  I  stray,  Gent    - 
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I  am  safe  when  by  thy  side,  I  would  in  thy  love  abide. 

I   am  safe  when  thou  art  nigh.         All  my  hopes  on  thee  rely. 
To  the  land  of  endless  day,  Where  all  tears  are  wiped  away.        ^-v 
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in  thy  love  abide 


safe  when  by  thy  side,  I 


would 
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Lead    me,       lead    me, 


Sav  -  iour,  lead  me,  lest  I     stray 
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lest     I    stra^' 
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Crently  down  the  stream  of  time,    Lead  me,  Saviour, all  the  way. 

stream  of  time. 
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all  the  way. 
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R.  K.  C. 


SbtuntiinQ  on  tt)t  ^vonti^tB. 

R.  Kelso  Cartki 
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1.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es  of    Christ    my    King,  Thro'   e  -  ter  -  nal 

2.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es  that     can  -  not     fail,    When  the  howling 

3.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es  I       now     can     see       Per -feet,  present 

4.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es  of    Christ  the   Lord,  Bound  to  him     e  - 

5.  Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es  I       can  -  not     fall,    Listening  ev  -  ery 
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fc 


i±^ 


:^^|       I      I   .   f-^?^g: 


T 


$ 


fc^ 


a  -  geg  let  his  prais  -  es  ring ;  Glo  -  ry  in    the  highest,  I   will  shout  and  sing, 
storms  ofdoubt  and  fear  as -sail.  By  theliv -mgWordofGod  I  shall  pre -vail, 
cleansing  in  the  blood  for    me ;  Standing  m  the  liberty  where  Christ  makes  free, 
ter  -  nally  by  love's  strong  cord,  0  -  vercoming  dai  -  ly  with  the  Spir-its'  sword, 
moment  to   the  Spir- its'  call,  Rest  -  ing  in   my  Saviour,  as  my   all    in    all, 
-#-•  -#- 
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CHORUS. 
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Standing  on  the  promises  of  Grod.  Stand 
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ing,         stand      -      ing,  = 

Standing  on  the  promises,  Standing  on  the  promises,      * 
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H.  L.  GiLMOUR. 


Geo.  D.  Moori 


S 


^ 


-^^ 


P? 


.^— -t 


1.  My    soul       in    sad     ex    -    ile    -was  out       on    life's    sea,        So 

2.  I      yield  -  ed    my  -  self        to     his  ten   -   der     embrace,      And 

3.  The    song       of    my    soul,    since  the  Lord    made  me  whole,    Has 

4.  How   pre  -  cious  the  thought  that  we  all       may    re  -  cline,    Like 

5.  Oh,  come      to     the     Sav  -  iour,   he  pa  -    tient-  ly     waits      To 
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burdened  with  sin,  and  dis 
faith  taking  hold   of    the 
been  the  old  stoky     so 
John  the  be-  lov  -  ed   and 
save    by  his    power      di 
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word, 
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Till   I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying, 
My     fetters      fell    off,    and  I 
Of      Jesus,  who'll  save  who-so- 
On      Jesus'  strong  arm,  where  no 

Come,  anchor  your  soul     in  the 
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Jj.  8. — The  tempest  may  sweep  o'er  the 
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make  me  your  choice ;  And  I     entered     the  "  Ha  -  ven  of 

anchored  my    soul;       The       ha -ven      of     rest       is  my 

ev  -  er  will  have          A       home  in      the  "  Ha  -  ven  of 

tern  -  pest  can  harm, —   Se   -    cure  in       the  "  Ha  -  ven  of 

ha  -  ven    of     rest,       And       say, "  my  Be  -  lov  -   ed  is 


Eest!" 
Lord. 
Rest ! " 
Rest ! " 
mine." 
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wild,  stormy      deep, 


In        Je  -  sus    I'm 


ev  -  er   -  more. 
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I've  anchored  my  soul  in  the  haven  of  rest,  I'll  sail  the  wide  seas  no  more 

I 
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QoppiS^t,  1889,   b^  John  J.  HwA. 
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^ttv  ©Io0t  to  3tm^. 


J.L. 


John  Lane. 
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1.  When  3'ou  start  for  the      land  of    heaven   -  ly       rest,   Keep  close  to 

2.  Xev-  er      mind      the    storms  or    tri-  als    as  you   go,     Keep  close  to 

3.  To   be  safe  from  the  darts  of  the        e     -      vil      one,   Keep  close  to 

4.  "We  shall   reach      our     home  in    heaven   by  and  bye,    Keep  close  to 


gSEj;E335g-j^Jg^^£-g^E^E^ 
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Jesus  all  the  way  ;       For      he  is  the  Guide,  and  he  knows  the  way  best, 
Jesus  all  the  way;  -Tis    a     comfort    and     joy     his       fa-  vor  to  know, 
Jesus  all  the  way;  Take  the  shield   of     faith  till  the  vic-to-ry   is  won, 
Jesus  all  the  way ;  Where  to  those    we        love  we'll  never  say  good-bye, 
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CHORUS. 


Keep  close     to    Je  -  sus    all      the   way 


Keep  close     to    Je  -  sus, 
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Keep  close    to    Je  -  sus,    Keep  close    to    Je  -  sus   all    the  way ;     By 
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day  or  by  night  never  turn  from  the  right.  Keep  close  to  Jesus  all  the  wav. 
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Cop;rigbt,  lB9e,  liJ93,  b;  John  J.  Hood. 
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C.  C.  CoNVBRSK.     By  per. 
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1.  What   a  Friend  we  have  in  Je  -  sus,        All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear ! 
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What     a   priv-  i-  lege    to     car  - 
D.S.— AW   because  we  do   not   car  - 
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ry         Ev  -  'rythiug  to  God  in  prayer! 
ry         Ev  -  'ry thing  to  God  in  prayer! 

C^'            m     '        m        m        2         m        2          i 

^     •                      1                                      B 

[£  •          J 

^•"  1         •-,•■•         •         »         • 

0          '         ,         !         !         P 

^-           N*       1 

^  "^       1                   J         1  J           i           J           J          ^ 

'^    ^- 

p  •     ^     «     V     ''     w 

•^         1 

,-■--     [7r           J       'J      J      J       J        f^ 

1                                  1 

1 

1        1/    1/   V   1^    L^ 

^^i 


-HS- N 1- 


^-itttti- 


«^ 


-^ — ^ — N- 


D.8. 


"m 


*3 


O    what  peace  we  often     for  -  feit,      O  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
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Have  we  trials  and  temptations  ? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share  ? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge, — 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer ; 
In  his  arms  he'll  take  and  shield  thee. 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 
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1  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy 

Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea : 
There's  a  kindness  in  his  justice, 

Which  is  more  than  liberty. 
Tliere  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 

And  more  graces  for  the  good ; 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour ; 

There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 


The  Wideness  of  God's  Mercy.  ^  .^^^^  ^^ove.) 

For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind  ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 

Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 
If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  him  at  his  word ; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 

In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

Frederick  W.  Faber, 
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JMfi  ©ountrsi  'ffifs  of  Ebn. 


S.  F.  Smith. 
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Tune,  AMERICA.     6,4. 
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My  country  I  'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  liberty,  Of  thee  I  sinji;  Land  where  my 
My  native  country,  thee.  Land  of  the  noble,  free.  Thy  name  I  love;  I  love  thy 
Let  music  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

[Sweet  freedom's  song;  Let  mortal 

Our  Father's  God,  to  thee,  Author  of  liberty,  To  thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 


-n=t 


:f:i: 


father'sdied!  Landof  thepilgrim'spridel  From  ev'ry  mountain  side  Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills,Thy  woods  and  templed  hills; 

tongues  aw  ake,  [My  heart  with  rapture  thrills, Like  that  above. 

[Let  all  that  breathe  partake,  Letrockstheirsilence  break, The  soundprolong. 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  holy  light;  Protect  us  by  thy  might^Great  God,  our 

I  [King. 
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dSoU  Mltm  our  j^ntitit  2LanO. 


John  S.  Dwight. 


Tune,  ITALIAN  HYMN. 
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I  [the  wild 

L  God  bless  our  native  land;  Firm  may  sheever  stand.  Thro' storm  and  night;  When 

2.  For  her  our  pray'rs  shall  rise  ToGod  above  the  skies;  Onhim  wewait;Thou  whoart 

3.  To  God-the  Father,Son,  AndSpirit-threeinone.AUpraisebe  giv'n!  Crown  hiniiu 


tempests  rave,Rulerofwindsand  wave,  Do  thou  our  country  save  By  thy  great  might, 
ever  nigh, Guardian  with  watchful  eye,  To  thee  aloud  we  cry,God  save  the  state, 
ev'ry  song;  To  him  your  hearts  belong;  Let  all  his  praise  prolong,—  On  earth, in 

I      J  .#.     _         [heav'n. 
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Mrs.  Elizabeth  Mills. 


Dr.  Wm.  Miller. 


'tos^^^^^s^^^^^^^ 


P'WTIL 


CU 


I    ^i    I 


E=EE 


:?-  ^.,^, 


CHORUS. 


i 


#-s — \-r+  —\ — KH — H  — I r 


1  O  land  of  re.'^t  for  thee  I  si<r 

When  ^vill  the  moment  come, 
When  I  shall  laj'  my  armor  by 

And  dwell  in  peace  at  home  ? 
Cho. — We'll  work  till  .Jesus  comes, 
We'll  work  till  Jesus  comes, 
We'll  work  till  Jesus  comes. 
And  we'll  be  gather'd  home. 

2  No  tranquil  joys  on  earth  I  know, 

No  peaceful  sheltering  dome, 
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This  world's  a  wilderness  of  woe, 
This  world  is  not  my  home. 

3  To  Jesus  Christ  I  fled  for  rest ; 

He  bade  me  cease  to  roam. 
And  lean  for  succor  on  his  breast, 
Till  he  conduct  me  home. 

4  I  sought  at  once  my  Saviour's  side, 

No  more  my  steps  shall  roam ; 
With  him  I'll  brave  death's  chilling 
And  reach  my  heavenly  home,  [tide, 
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Old  Melody. 
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here  saints  in  glory  stand. Bright  bright  as 
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Oh,how  they  sweetly  sing, 


m 


'Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King,'"  Loud  let  his  prai.ses  ring.  Praise,  praise  for  aye! 
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Bright,  in  that  happy  land. 

Beams  every  eye ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand. 

Love  cannot  die. 
On,  then,  to  glory  run ; 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won ; 
And  bright,  above  the  sun. 

Reign  evermore. 
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Come  to  that  happy  land. 

Come,  come  away ; 
Why  will  you  doubting  stand  ? 

Why  still  delay  ? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be. 

When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free^ 
Lord,  we  shall  dwell  with  thee, 

Blest  evermore. 
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1.  Je-sus  calls  us:   o'er  the  tu- mult    Of  our  life's  wild,  restless  sea. 

2.  Je-  sus  calls  us   from  the  wor-  ship  Of  the  vain  world's  goldeu  store  ; 

3.  In  our  joys  and     in    our  sorrows,  Days  of    toil   and  hours  of  ease, 

4.  Je- sus  calls  us:    by    thy  mercies,   Saviour,  make    us  hear  thv  call, 
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Da^'   by    day     his  sweet  voice  soundeth.  Saying,"'  Christian,  fol-  low  me." 
From  each    i  -    dol  that  would  keep    us,    Saying,"  Christian,  love  me  more." 
Still    he   calls,    in  cares  and  pleasures,''  That  we  love  him  more  than  these  " 
Give  our  hearts  to  thine    o  -  bedience.  Serve  and  love  thee  best  of    all. 


^     -^ 


^_b' 


^=^: 


_..  ffl 


^m 


260  sweet  ^ouv  ot  ^rager. 


Rev.  William  W.  Walford. 
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.    f  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  That  calls  me  from  a  world  oi 
■  \       And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne  Make  all  my  wants  and    .  .  . 


of  care. 


I  M.  ^  M.  M.    ^  M.       r^i 
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Z).  C. — And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy  return,  sweet 
r^ Fine.  i 
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wishes  known;  In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief  My  soul  has  often  found  reliel'; 
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hour  of  pray'r. 

2  |:  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r !  :| 

Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 


And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face. 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 
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BtWia  JHe  ^mvtt. 
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Fannt  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  DOANB. 


1.  I  am  thine,  O  Lord,  I  have  heard  thy  voice,  And  it  told  thy  love  to  me ; 

2.  Consecrate  me  now  to  thy  service,  Lord,  By  the  pow'r  of  grace  divine ; 

3.  Oh,  the  pure  delight  of  a  single  hour  That  before  thy  throne  I  spend, 

4.  There  are  depths  of  love  that  1  cannot  know  Till  I  cross  the  narrow  sea, 
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But    I  long  to  rise  in  the  arms  of  faith,  And  be  closer  drawn  to  thee.       ^ 

Let  my  soul  look  up  with  a  steadfast  hope.  And  my  will  be  lost  in  thine.       f 

When  I  kneel  in  pray'r,  and  with  thee,  my  God,  I  commune  as  friend  vv'ith  friend !  l 

There  are  heights  of  joy  that  I  may  not  reach  Till  I  rest  in  peace  with  thee.     I 
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Draw  me  near  -  er,  nearer,  blessed  Lord,  To  the  cross  where  thou  hast  died 

hear-er.  near-er. 
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I  Draw  me  nearer,  nearer,  nearer,  blessed  Lord,  To  thy  precious  bleeding  3ide. 
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Living  Hymns,  2— R  26"" 
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"My  beloved  is  mine." — S  of  Sol.  ii.  i6. 
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T.  E.  Perkins.     By  pa 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earth- ly  joy,      Je  -  sus     is    mine!     Break,   ev  - 'ry 

2.  Tempt  not    my  soul      a-  way,     Je  -  sus     is    mine !      Here  would   I 

3.  Fare  •  well,   ye  dreams  of  night,  Je  -  sus     is    mine  ?      Lost     in    this 
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4.  Fare  -  well,  mor-  tal   -    i 
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ty,       Je  -  sus     is    mine  J      Wei  -  come,   e- 
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ten  -  der    tie,  Je  -  sus 

ev  -  .  er    stay,  Je  -  sus 

dawn-ing  light,  Je  -  sus 

ter  -  ni  -  ty,  Je  -  sus 


! 

is  mine ! 

is  mine  \ 

IS  mine  I 

is  mine ! 


Dark  is  the  wil  -  derness, 
Per  -  ish  -  ing  things  of  clay, 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried 
Wei-  come,   O  loved  and  blest, 


m 


?±: 


-r-ti±$: 


^E^m 


-r= 


fcz 


m-^^ 


I — r 


Earth  has  no  resting  place,  Je-  sus    alone  can  bless,    Je  -  sus    is 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  away,  Je  -  sus    is 
Left  but     a  dismal  void,  Je-  sus  has  sat -is  -  fied,     Je  -  sus    is 
Welcome, sweet  scenes  of  rest, Welcome,  my  Saviour's  breast,  Jesus  is 
-^.    ;   -#-  -•-  "  ^.     1 

.e—^-m.  — #. 


mine! 
mine! 
mine! 
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mi  aftjt  for  ?^tM. 


C.  R.  Dunbar, 


m 


V  \^  ^ 

life,  my  love     I  give  to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  for  me ; 

2.  I     now  believe  thou  dost  receive.  For  thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live ; 

3.  Oh,  thou  who  died  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry,     To  save  my  soul  and  make  me  free, 
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for  him  who  died  for  mp. 


How  happy  then 


my  life  shall  be  I 


X'U     ILi^t    for     l^tm.— CONCLUDED. 
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Oh,    may     1      ev    -    er  faith  -  iul  be,      My     Sav- iour  and     my  God! 

Aud   now  henceforth  I'll  trust    in  thee,    My     Sav-  iour  and     my  God ! 

I      con  -  se-  crate    my    life     to  thee,    My     Sav-  iour  aud     my  God ! 
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I'll    live     for  him    who  died  for  me,     My     Sav- ioar  and     my  God! 
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Et)Ott  tj^infeest,  aotiif,  at  me. 


E.  D.  MuND. 


The  Lord  thinketh  upon  me." — Ps.  xl  :  17.        E.  S.  Lorenz,     By  per. 


I       1/ 

1.  A  -  mid  the  tri  -  als  which  I  meet,  Amid  the  thorns  that  pierce  my  feet. 

2.  The  cares  of  life  come  thronging  fast,  Up-  on  my  soul  their  shadows  cast ; 

3.  Let  shadows  come,  let  shadows  go,   Let  life  be  bright  or  dark  with  woe, 

I    ^  ^  I    I  ^  ^  I 
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One  thought  remains  su-  premely  sweet.  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of  me! 

Their  gloom  reminds  my  heart  at    last,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of  me ! 

I       am    con- tent,  for    this     I  know.  Thou  thinkest.  Lord,  of  me! 
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D.8. — What  need  I    fear  since  thou  art  near.    And    thinkest,  Lord,  of 


CHORUS. 


Thou  thinkest,  Lord  of      me,  of  me,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of    me,    of  me; 
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Joseph  Hart 


eOtnt,   ^t    StWWtrS.     GREEN"v'iLLE.  8,7,4. 
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Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  ?nd  needy, 

Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  sare  you. 

Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power : 
He  is  able. 

He  is  willing :  doubt  no  more. 
Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome ; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 

Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh, 
Without  mone\^. 

Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 
Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 
All  the  fitness  he  requireth 

Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him 
This  he  gives  you ; 

'Tis  the  Spirit's  glimmering  beam. 


4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

Not  the  righteous — 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

5  Agonizing  in  the  garden. 

Your  Redeemer  prostrate  lies; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him ! 
Hear  him  cry,  before  he  dies, 

"It  is  finished!" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice? 

6  Lo !  the  incarnate  God,  ascending. 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood : 
Venture  on  him,  venture  freely; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 


2m  s^titour,  Ufee  at  St)^»t)er5  Eeatr  \xn. 


:2=^ 


— # # 0—^—0- 


-N— K 


"# — r 


8=5^ 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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.  /  Saviour,likeashepherdleadus,Much  weneedthy  tend'restcare; ") -rji        ■>  j 
'  \  In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us,  For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare.  /      ^^^^    Jesus, 
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I        U    y  I     [are. 

Blessed  Jesus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  weare.:!|  sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we 


We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  us, 
Be  the  Guardian  of  our  Avay; 

Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us. 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Hear  thy  children  when  they  pray. 


3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 

Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Let  us  ever  turn  to  thee. 
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Henky  F.  Lytk.  Tune,  autumn.     8,7.     D. 
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If:  '     '    M  . 

1.  Je  -  sus,   I     my  cross  have  tak-  cd,    All  to  leave  and  follow  thee ; 
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Na-  ked,  poor,  despised  for-  sak  -  en,  Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be : 
D.S. — Yet  how  rich      is    my   con-  di-  tion,  God  and  heav'n  are  still  my  own  ! 


Per- ish     ev  -    'ry  fond  am- bitiou.  All  I've  sought  and  hop'd,and  known 
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2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 
They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too; 

Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  man,  untrue  ; 
And,  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me ; 

Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure  ! 
Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  ! 

In  thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure ; 

With  thy  favor,  loss  is  gain, 
I  have  called  thee,.  "Abba,  Father;  " 

I  have  stayed  my  heart  on  thee ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather. 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

4  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast; 

Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me. 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 

O  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 
While  thy  love  is  left  to  me; 

O  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

5  Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation  ; 
Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care; 

Joy  to  find  in  every  station 
Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
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Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee; 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine; 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee: 

Child  of  heaven,  shouldst  thou  repine? 
6  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer; 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 
j       Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

268  Gently  Lead  Us. 

1  Gently,  Lord,  oh  gently  lead  us 
Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tears. 

Through  the  changes  thou'st  decreed  us, 
Till  our  last  great  change  appears  ; 

When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 
When  in  devious  paths  we  stray, 

Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us, 
Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

2  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 
In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 

Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish, 
Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear; 
;  And  when  mortal  life  is  ended, 
i       Bid  us  in  thine  arms  to  rest, 
i  Till  by  angel  bands  attended 
We  awake  among  the  blest. 
261  Thos.  Hastings. 
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Just 
Just 
Just 
Just 


as 
as 

as 
as 


I     am,  without  one  plea.  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
I     am,  and  wait-  ing  not    To   rid    my  soul  of  one  dark  Ijlot, 
I     am,  tho'  toss'd  about  With  many  a  conflict, many  a  doubt, 
I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind, Sight,riches,healiug  of  the  mind, 
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And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee.  O  Lamb  of  God.  I  come  !  I 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,0  Lamb  of  God.  I  come  I  I 

Fightings  within,  and  fears  without,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I 

Yea.    all     I     need,  in  thee  to  find,    O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I 
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come! 
come ! 
come! 
come! 
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5  Just  as  I  am  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome, pardon, cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come  ! 


6  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Xow.  to  be  thine,  yea.  thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  cornel  I  come 
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Wm.  Hunter.  Arr.  by  J.  H.  Stockton 

Fine. 


(  The  great  Physi  -  cian  now  is  near.  The  sympa  -  thizing  Je  -  sns;  \^ 
\  He  speaks  the  drooping  heart  to  cheer.  Oh!  hear  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus.  ) 
f  Your  ma  -  ny  sins  are  all  forgiv'n.  Oh!  hear  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus;  1 
'^     Go  on  your  way  in  peace  to  heav'n.  And  wear  a  crown  with  Je  -  sus.  J 


B.S. — Sweetest  car 

REFRAIN. 


(  Sweetest  note  in     ser  -  aph  song."  1 
\  Sweetest  name  on  mor-  tal  tongue.  / 


er  sung,   "7      Je  -  sus.  blessed    Je  -  sus. 

D.S. 
-j--rqq  3  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb ; 

*"''«Jl  -'■  °*^^  believe  in  Jesus; 

fzii JJ       I  love  the  blessed  Saviours  name, 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesns. 


:2zr3rz 


iL>==.. 


1 


4  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear, 
>7o  other  name  but  Jesus  ; 
Oh  !  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear, 
The  charming  name  of  Jessus. 
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What  is  this  that  he  saith,  a  little  while."— John  i6  :   17. 


Mrs.  Janb  Crewdson. 


Felix  Mendelssohn. 
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Oh, 
"A 
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for     the  peace  that  floweth    as      a      riv  -  er, 
lit  -  tie  while  "  for    patient  vig  -  il    keep  -  ing 
lit-  tie  while"  the  earthen  pitcher    tak  -  ing, 
lit  -  tie  while  "    to  keep  the  oil  from  fail  -  ing, 


Mak- 
To 
To 
"A 
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ing  life's 
face  the 
wayside 
lit  -  tie 


des  -    ert  plac  -  es  bloom  and  smile;    Oh,     for  the  faith  to  grasp  "  heav'n's 
storm     and  wrestle  with  the  strong  ;     "A      lit- tie  while"     to    sow  the 
brooks,  from  far-  off  fountains  fed;     Then   the  parch'd  lip   its  thirst  for- 
while  "  faith's  flick'ring  lamp  to  trim  ;   And  then  the  Bridegroom's  coming 
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bright  for  -  ev  -    er,"      A  -   mid  the  shad  -  ows  of  earth's '"  little  while." 

seed  with  weeping,    Then  bind  the  sheaves  and  sing  the  harvest  song. 

ev  -  er    slak  -  ing      Be  -  side  the   ful  -  ness   of    the  Fountain-head. 

footsteps  hail  -  ing,  We'll  haste  to  meet    him  with  the   bri-  dal  hymn. 
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( Tune  above.) 


We  Would  See  Jesus. 

1  We  would  see  Jesus — for  the  shadows  lengthen 

Across  this  little  landscape  of  our  life; 
We  would  see  Jesus  our  weak  faith  to  strengthen, 
For  the  last  weariness — the  final  strife. 

2  We  would  see  Jesus — the  great  Rock  Foundation, 

Whereon  our  feet  are  set  with  sovereign  grace; 
Not  life  nor  death,  with  all  their  agitation. 
Can  thence  remove  us,  if  we  see  his  face. 

3  We  would  see  Jesus — other  lights  are  paling. 

Which  for  long  years  we  have  rejoiced  to  see: 
The  blessings  of  our  pilgrimage  are  failing. 
We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  we  go  to  thee. 

4  We  would  see  Jesus — this  is  all  we're  needing. 

Strength,  joy,  and  willingness  come  with  the  sight; 
We  would  see  Jesus,  dying,  risen,  pleading, 
*  Then  welcome  day,  and  farewell  mortal  night! 

263  —Anna  B.  Warner. 
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Benjamin  Schmolka.     Tr.  by  Miss  J.  Borthwick. 
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1.  My 

2.  My 

3.  My 


Je  -  sns, 
Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 


as  thou  wilt :  O  may  thy  will  be  mine ;  In  -  to  thy 
as  thou  wilt :  The/  seen  thro'  many-a  tear,  Let  not  my 
as  thou  wilt :  All  shall  be  well  for  me ;  Each  changing 
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hand  of  love  I  would  my  all  re-sign.  Thro'  sor-row  or  thro' joy, 
star  of  hope  Grow  dim  or  dis-  ap-  pear.  Since  thou  on  earth  hast  wept 
fu-  ture  scene  I    glad-  ly  trust  with  thee.  Straight  to  my  home  a-  hove, 
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Conduct  me  as  thine  own,  And  help  me  still  to  say," My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done.'* 
And  sorrowed  oft  alone.  If  I  must  weep  with  thee,  My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done. 
I    trav-  el  calmly  on.  And  sing  in  life  or  death,  "My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done  " 
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Reginald  Heber. 
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Tune,  NICEA.    11,  la,  10. 
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1.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho 

3.  Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,  ho 

4.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho 


I      I 


ly,      Lord  God  Almight  -  y !    Ear  -  ly  in  the 
ly !    all  the  saints  adore  thee,  Casting  down  theii 
ly !   tho'  the  darkness  hide  thee,  Tho'  the  eye  of 
ly,      Lord  God  Almight  -  y !  All  thy  works  shall 


ftif  ff  fip 


±-sL 


rj 


#"^^  I 


-#— p- 


m 


:^± 


:^ 


l-^^ 


1— r 


264 


pOlS>    JjOlfi,    ftOlfi.— CONCLUDED 


morn  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise  to   thee;    Ho-ly,  ho-]y,     ho  -   ly, 
gold- en  crowns  around  theglas-sy     sea;  Cher-u-bim  and  seraphim 
ful  man  thy   glo  -  ry  may  not    see ;      On  -  ly  thou  art   ho  -   ly  ! 

Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,     ho  -   ly. 


sin  -  lui  man  tny   glo  -  ry  may  not    see ; 
praise  thy  name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea ; 
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mer-ci-ful  and  might- y,     God    in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trin  - 1  -  ty ! 

falling  down  liefore  thee,  Which  wert.  and  art,  and    evermore  shalt  be. 

there  is  nonebe-side   thee,   Per-  feet  in  power,  in   love,  and  pur-i  -  ty. 

mer-ci-ful  and  might-y,     God    in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trin  -  i  -  ty ! 
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j^otfe  Of  %%tn. 


Tune,  TOPLADY.  7. 

Fine. 


Not  the  labor  of  my  hands, 
Can  fulfil  the  law's  demands ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone, — 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 

Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 
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Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace,— 
Vile,  I  to  the  fountain  fly, 
"Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 

While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  heart-strings  break  in  death. 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judsement-throne,— 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 


*^' t)  John  Kepi 


Stm  of  jHfi  Soul. 


Tune, 
HURSLEY.     L.  M. 


1.  Sun   of  my     soul,  thou  Saviour  dear,    It    is   not     night  if     thou   be  near: 

2.  When  the  soft  dews  of    kind-  ly  sleep  My  wearied  eye  -  lids  gent-  ly  steep, 
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O  may  no   earthborn  cloud  a-  rise     To  hide  thee  from  thy   servant's  eyes. 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest  Forev-  er      on       my  Saviour's  breast. 


3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  thine 
Hath  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

5  Watch  by  the  sick ;  enrich  the  poor 
W'ith  blessings  from  thy  boundless  store; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love, 

*We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 

277  Sweet  is  the  "Work. 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name, give  thanks  and  sing. 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  mv  breast : 


Oh  !  maj'  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works  and  bless  his  word; 
Thy  works  of  grace, how  bright  they  shine; 
How  deep  thy  counsels  !  how  divine ! 

2/8  Jesus,  Engrave  it. 

I  Jesus,  engrave  it  on  my  heart. 
That  thou  the  one  thing  needful  art; 

1  could  from  all  things  parted  be, 
Bu'  never,  never,  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  Needful  art  thou  to  make  me  live. 
Needful  art  thou  all  grace  to  give; 
Needful  to  guide  me,  lest  I  stray; 
Needful  to  help  me  every  day. 

3  Needful  is  thy  most  precious  blood ; 
Needful  is  thy  correcting  rod  ; 
Needful  is  thine  indulgent  care. 
Needful  thine  all-prevailing  prayer. 

4  Needful  art  thou  to  be  my  stay 
Through  all  life's  dark  and  thorny  way; 
Nor  less  in  death  thou'lt  needful  be, 
When  I  yield  up  my  soul-  to  thee. 
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Tune, 
HUNDRED. 


L.  M, 
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1.  Before     Je  -  hovah  s     aw%l  throne.  Ye  nations,  bow  with  sa-  cred  joy ; 

2.  His  sov'reign  power,  withou'   jur  aid,  Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ; 
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Know  that  the  Lord  is  God     a-  lone, — He  can   create,  and     he    destroy. 
And  when,  like  wand'ring  sheep,  we  strayed.  He  brought  us  to  his  fold  aeain. 
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3  We  are  thy  people,  we  thy  care, 
Our  souls  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 

What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  name ! 
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Tr.  by  J.  Wesley 
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j  4  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful 

songs, 

High  as  the  heavens  our  Tcices  raise: 

Andearth,withherten  thousand  tongues, 

Shall   fill   thy  courts  with  sounding 

[praise. 
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Tune.  STONEFIELD.  L.  M. 
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to   whose     all    -  searching    sight     The   dark 
its   stains,    re    -    fine     its    dross,.  Nail     my 
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2.  Wash  out 
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shin  -   eth          as          the  light,  Search,  prove 
fee  -   tions        to         the  cross;  Hal  -  low 

my       heart,         it 
each     thought ;   let 

-0-         -^-           .    -p- 

/SV  rt           ^Z      P 

«     «    r      T 

* 

p    .,»     *     [      1  » 

,   ,          1                    1 

••     m     L      1 

r^^b  4     '         i         1 

hi i i >7— 1— i — 

!  —If 

W— 

:p^--  f— F  - 

-1 ^ ^ — ' 

1 ' 

L- 1 « 

^ — r- 

1 ' 

tt=    .    „^-i: 

burst    these  bonds,  and 
clean,       as   thou,      my 
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set  it     free. 

Lord,      art  clean. 
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If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray. 

Be  thou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way : 

No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear, 

No  fraud,  while  thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

When  rising  floods  my  soul  o'erflow. 

When  sinks  m\-  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 

Jesus,  thy  timely  aid  impart, 

And  raise  my  head,and  cheer  my  heart. 
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Saviour,  where'er  thy  steps  I  see, 
Dauntless,  untired,  I  follow  thee; 
O  let  thy  hand  support  me  still, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  holy  hill. 
If  rough  and  thorny  be  the  way, 
My  strength  proportion  to  my  day ; 
Till  toil,  and  grief,and  pain  shall  cease, 
Where  all  is  calm,  and  joy,  and  peace. 
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!1.  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,blow,The  gladly  solemn  sound !  Let  all  the  naticas  know, 
1 2.  Jesus, our  great  High  Priest,Hath  full  atonement  made:  Ye  weary  spirits.rest • 
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To  earth'a  re  -  mo-test  bound,  The  year    of      ju  •  bi  -  lee      is    come! 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad :     The  year    of      ju  •  bi  -  lee      is    come  1 
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{  The  year  of     ju  -  bi  -  lee  is  come,   Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,    home. 
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3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb; 
Redemption  in  his  blood 

Throusjhout  the  world  proclaim : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

4  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 

Your  liberty  receive, 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  I 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

6  Ye  who  have  sold  for  naught 

Your  heritage  above. 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

6  The  gospel  trumpet  hear. 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 

And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face : 

The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ! 

Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
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Come,  every  pious  lieart. 


1  Come,  every  pious  heart, 
That  loves  the  Saviour's  name, 

Your  noblest  powers  exert 
To  celebrate  his  fame ; 
Tell  all  above,  and  all  below, 
The  debt  of  love  to  him  you  owe. 

2  He  left  his  starry  crown, 
And  laid  his  robes  aside. 

On  wings  of  love  came  down, 
And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died ; 
"What  he  endured,  oh,  who  can  tell. 
To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hellt 

3  From  the  dark  grave  he  rose, 
The  mansions  of  the  dead, 

And  thence  his  mighty  foes 
In  glorious  triumph  led ; 
Up  through  the  sky  the  conqueror  rode 
And  reigns  on  high,  the  Saviour  God. 

4  Jesus,  we  ne'er  can  pay 
The  debt  we  owe  thy  love ; 

Yet  tell  us  how  we  may 
Our  gratitude  approve ; 
Our  hearts,  our  all  to  thee  we  give, — 
i  The  gift,  though  3mall,thou  wilt  receive. 
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Rev.   HORATIUS    BONAK. 


Rev.  John  B.  Dykes. 
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I    heard  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus  say,  "Come  un  -  to     me  and     rest; 

I    heard  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus  say,    "Behold,      I     free  -  ly     give 

I    heard  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus  say,      "I  am  this  dark  world's  Light 
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Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down  Thy  head  up  -  on  my  breast." 
The  liv- ing  wa  -  ter ;  thirst- y  one,  Stoop  down  and  drink  and  live." 
Look    un  -  to     me,  thy  morn  shall  rise,  And    all    thy  day    be   bright." 
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I  •  came  to 
I  came  to 
I    looked  to 


Je  -  sus      as       I      was,       Weary   and    worn  and   sad ; 
Je  -  sus    and      I     drank    Of    that  life  -  giv  -  ing  stream  ; 
Je  -  sus,   and      I     found    In    him  my    Star,  my  Sun ; 


I  found  in  him  a  rest  -  ing  place,  And  he  has  made  me  glad. 
My  thirst  was  quenched, my  soul  revived,  And  now  I  live  in  him. 
And     in     that  light  of     life     I'll  walk   Till    all    my  journey's  done. 
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Thomas  Blacklock. 


©owe,  ©  mg  Soul. 


Tune,  LUTON.    L.  M. 


1.  Come,  O  m}-  soul,  in  sacred  lays,  At -tempt  thy  great  Cre  -a  -  tor's  praise 

2.  Enthronedamid  the  radiant  spheres.  He  glo- ry,     like      a     gar-ment  wears 

3.  In  all  our   Maker's  grand  designs,  Omnipot  -  ence,  with  wisdom,  shines  ; 

4.  Raised  on   de -votion's  lofty  wing,  Do  thou,  niv      soul,  his   glo  -riessing- 
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But  oh !  what  tongue  can  speak  his  fame  ?  What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  theme? 

To  form  a   robe  of  light  divine,  Ten   thousand    suns       a-round  him  shine. 
His  works,  thro'  all  this  wondrous  frame,  Declare  the  glo    -    ry     of    his  name. 
And  let  his  praise  emplo}^  thy  tongue,  Till  listening  worlds  shall  join  the  song. 
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Tune,  WARD.    L.  M. 


1.  As  pants  the  hart  for  water  brooks.  So  pants  my   soul,    O  God,  for 

2.  Oh  !  why  art  thou  cast  down,  my  soul  ?  And  what  should  so  disqui-et 


thee ; 
thee? 


For  thee  it  thirsts,  to  thee   it  looks,  And  longs  the  liv  -    ing  God    to    see. 
Still  hope  in  God,  and  him  ex  -  tol,  Whose  face  brings  saving  health  to  thee. 


^—^ 


T^' »- 


-^ 


'&- 


JZ. 


1—1 

286    How  Blest  the  Righteous. 

1  How  blest  the  righteous  when  they  die 
When  holy  souls  retire  to  rest ! 

How  mildly  beams  the  closing  eye  ! 
How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  breast 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 
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3  Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears. 
Where    lights    and    shades    alternate 

dwell  :  [pears  ! 

How   bright   the  unchanging  morn   ap- 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

4  Life's  duty  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies; 

While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
"  How  blest    the  righteous  when    he 
dies!" 
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1  O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone ! 
O  that  I  could  at  last  submit 

At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down — 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet ! 

2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find  : 
Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art, 

Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamj)  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  free ; 


0  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone. 


L.M. 


I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within, 
Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 

4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God, 
Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove, 

The  cross  all  stained  withhallowed blood, 
The  labor  of  thy  dying  love. 

5  I  would,  but  thou  must  give  the  power ; 
My  heart  from  every  sin  release ; 

Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  fill  me  with  thy  perfect  peace. 
— Chas.  Wesley, 


2gg  lord,  I  am  Thine. 

1  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine, 
Purchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine ; 
With  full  consent  thine  would  I  be. 
And  own  thy  sovereign  right  in  me. 


L.M. 


2  Thine  would  I  live,  thine  would  I  die ; 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity ; 
The  vow  is  past,  beyond  repeal, 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 


Here,at  th  at  cross  where  flows  the  blood 
That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God, 
Thee,  my  new  Master  now  I  call, 
And  consecrate  to  thee  my  all. 

Do  thou  assist  a  feeble  worm 
The  great  engagement  to  perform: 
Thy  grace  can  full  assistance  lend. 
And  on  that  grace  I  dare  depend. 

— Samuel  Davies. 


I  thirst,  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God. 
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1  I  thirst,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  thy  cleansiDg  blood ; 
To  dwell  within  thy  wounds ;  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  thee : 

Seal  thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

3  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  sheltered  in  thy  bleeding  side ! 
Who  thence  their  life  and  strength  derive. 
And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 

•At 
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4  What  are  our  works  but  sin  and  death, 
Till  thou  thy  quickening  Spirit  breathe? 
Thou  giv'st  the  power  thy  grace  to  move ; 

0  wondrous  grace !  O  wondrous  love ! 

5  How  can  it  be,  thou  heavenly  King, 
That  thou  shouldst  us  to  glory  bring  ? 
Make  slaves  the  partners  of  thy  throne. 
Decked  with  a  never-fading  crown  ? 

6  Hence  our  hearts  melt,oureyeso'erflo\y; 
Our  words  are  lost,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside, 

''  My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified." 

1  — NiCOLAUS  L.  ZltiZHNDOSlB. 
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290         While  Life  Prolongs. 

I  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  li< 
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Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given, 
But  soon,  ah !  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day, 

How  sweet  the  Gospel's  charming 
sound  ; 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh,  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 

Shall   death   command    you   to    the 
grave  : 
Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

4  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair, 

No   Sabbath's   heavenly  light  shall 
rise — 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer, 
No  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

291  Jesus,  my  All. 

1  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me, 

For  I  am  weary  and  oppressed ; 
I  come  to  cast  myself  on  thee : 
Thou  art  my  Rest. 

2  Look  down  on  me,  for  I  am  weak ; 

I  feel  the  toilsome  journey's  length  ; 
Thine  aid  omnipotent  I  seek; 
Thou  art  my  Strength. 

3  I  am  bewildered  on  my  way, 

Dark  and  tempestous  the  night; 
O  send  thou  forth  some  cheering  ray. 
Thou  art  my  Light. 

4  I  hear  the  storms  around  me  rise, 

But  when  I  dread  th' impending  shock. 
My  spirit  to  the  refuge  flies  ; 
Thou  art  my  Rock. 

5  Standing  alone  on  Jordan's  brink, 

In  that  tremendous  latest  strife, 
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Thou  wilt  not  suffer  me  to  sink  ; 
Thou  art  my  Life. 
6  Thou  wilt  my  every  want  supply. 
E'en  to  the  end,  whate'er  befall ; 
Through  life,  ir.  death,  eternally. 
Thou  art  my  All. 

292  Come,  Holy  Spirit. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind, 
And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God  ; 

Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode. 

2  Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  holy  fire? 

Oh  !  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame. 
Make  me  to  burn  with  pure  desire. 

3  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 
And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see  ; 

Oh  !  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  heart, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee. 

293  When  I  Survey. 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 

On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
I\I\'  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss. 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe, 

Spreads  o'er  his  bod\'  on  the  tree, 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all 
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Go,  la-  bor  on;  spend  and  be  spent, Thy  joy  to  do  the 


Fa-  ther's  will 


It    is  tne  way  the  Master  went ;  Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still 
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2  Go.  labor  on;  'tis  not  for  naught; 
Thine  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain  ; 

Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 
The  Master  praises, — what  are  men? 

3  Go,  labor  on ;  your  hands  are  weak ; 
Your   knees  are  faint,  your  soul   cast 

down ; 
Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown ! 


4  Toil  on,  faint  not;  keep  watch,  and  pray  I 
Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win; 

Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

5  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 
For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home,- 

Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's 
voice, 
The  midnight  peal,  "  Behold,  I  come  I" 
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I.  A-  wake,  mv  soul,  stretch  ev'rv  nerve.  And  press  with  vigor     on ;        A 
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heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal,  And  an  immortal  crown,  And  an  immortal  crown. 
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A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 
'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 

To  thine  aspiring  eye: — 
Living  Hymns,  2— S  273 


That  prize,  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  luster  boast, 
When  victors'  wreaths  and  mona.'chs' 

Shall  blend  in  common  dust,    [gems 
Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee. 

Have  I  my  race  begun  ; 
And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  thy  feet 

I'll  lay  ray  honors  doWn. 
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1.  Light  of  light,  en  -  lighten    me!  Now    a  -  new 

2.  Fount  of    all     our    joy  and  peace.  To  thy   liv - 

3.  Kindle  thou  the    sac  -  ri  -  fice  That  up  -  on 

4.  Hence  all  care,  all    van  -  i  -   ty,    For  the    day 


the  day  is 
ing  waters 
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Sun  of  grace,  the  shadows  flee;  Brighten  thou  my  Sahbath  morning! 
Thou  from  earth  my  soul  re  -  lease,  And  with  grace  and  mercy  feed  me; 
Clear  the  shadows  from  mine  eyes,  That,  from  ev'iy  error  fly  -  ing. 
Come,  thou  glorious  maj- es   -    ty,  Deign  to     fill    this    temple   low-  ly ; 
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With  tliy  joy  -  ous     sunshine  blest,    Happy      is 
Bless  thy  word   that      it  may  prove  Rich  in  fruits 
No  strange  fire  may      in    me  glow    That  thine  al  - 
I^aught  to  -  day      my   soul  shall  move,  Simply    rest  ■ 
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day   of     rest. 

Vhou  dost  love. 

doth  not  know. 

in   thy   love. 
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Fling  out  the  banner!  let  it  float  Skyward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide; 
Fling  out  the  banner!  heathen  lands  Shall  see  from  far  the  glorious  sight, 
Fling  out  the  banner!  sin-sick  souls,  That  sink  and  perish  in  the  strife. 
Fling  out  the  banner!  let  it  float  Skyward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide, 
I  N  I  N  -^       »  ,     m     m 
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The  sun  that  lights  its  shining  tolds,  The  cross  on  which  the  Saviour  died. 
And  nations,  crowding  to    be  born,  Baptize  their  spir-  its   in     its  light. 
Shall  touch  in  faith  its  radiant  hem,  And  spring  immortal    in  -  to   life. 
Our  glo  -  ry,  on  -  ly     in  the  cross ;  Our  on  -  ly  hope,  the  Cru-  ci-  tied  ! 
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©fte  3anO0  of  ffi^tme. 


Anne  R.  Cousin. 


Arr.  from  Chretien  Ukhan. 
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1.  The  sands  of  time  are  sinking,  The  dawn  of  heaven  breaks,  The  summer 

2.  The  King  there  in  his  beau- ty  Without     a   veil   is    seen;    It   were    a 

3.  O  Christ,  he  is  the  Fountain,  The  deep  sweet  Well  of  love !  The  streams  on 

4.  With  mercy  and  with  judgment  My  web   of  time  he  wove,  And  aye  the 
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morn  I'vesigh'd  for.  The  fair  sweet  morn  awakes:  Dark, dark  hath  been  the  mid- 
well-spent  journey,  Tho'  seven  deaths  lay  between  :  The  Lamb  with  his  fair  army 
earth  I've  tasted,  More  deep  I'll  drink  above:  There  to  an   o-  cean  fnlness 
dews  of  sorrow  Were  luster'd  by   his  love;  I'll  bless  the  hand  that  guided, 
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But  day-spring  is  at  hand,  And  glory,  glo-  ry  dwelleth  In  Emmanuel's  land. 
Doth  on  Mount  Zion  stand.  And  glory,  glo-  ry  dwelleth  In  I]mmanuers  land. 
His  mercy  doth  expand.  And  glory,  glo-  ry  dwelleth  In  Emmanuel's  land. 
I'll  bless  the  heart  that  plann'd,Whenthron'd  where  glory  dwelleth  In  Emmanuel's 
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Isaac  Watts. 


M^vtt)ins  to  Zion, 

"Arise  ye,  and  let  us  go  up  to  Zion," — Jer.  xxxi  :  6. 


Robert  LovvrV. 


1.  Come,  ye    that  love  the  Lord,  And  let  your  joys  be  known,  Joiu    in      a 

2.  Let  those  re  -  fuse  to  sing  Who  nev-  er  knew  our  God ;     But  children 

3.  The   hill     of     Zi-  on  yields    A  thousand  sa  -  cred  sweets,  Be  -  fore  we 

4.  Then  let     our  songs  abound,  And  ev  -  'ry  tear    be    dry ;  We're  marching 
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song  with  sweet  accord,  Join  in     a  song  with  sweet  accord,  And  thus  sur  - 
of  theheav'nly  King,  But  children  of  the  heav'nly  King,  May  speak  their 
reach  the  heav'nly  fields,  Before  we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields.  Or  walk    the 
thro'  Immanuel's  ground.  We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground,  To  fairer 
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And  thus  surround  the 


round  the  throne,  And  thus  surround  the  throne.  We're  marching  to  Zion,  Beautiful, 

joys  abroad,  May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 
•     golden  streets,  Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

worlds  on  hi«:h.  To  fairer  W^Orlds  on  high.    We're  marching  on  to   Zi  -  on, 
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urround     '      the  throne. 
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beautiful  Zion;  We're  marching  upward  to  Zion, The  beautiful  city  of  God. 

Zi-  on,  Zion, 
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L.  Mason. 


300       From  Greenland's  icy. 

1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand. 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand, 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn, 
The  heathen,  in  their  blindness, 

Bow  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted. 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation !  oh,  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  V/aft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
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Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 

Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

301     Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

1  Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed ! 

Great  David's  greater  Son ! 
Hail  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free, — 
To  take  away  transgression, 

And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  shall  come  down  like  showers? 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love  and  joy,  like  flowers. 

Spring  in  his  path  to  birth : 
Before  him  on  the  mountains 

Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  righteousness,  in  fountains, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

3  For  him  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend  ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end ; 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  forever. 

That  name  to  us  is — LovB. 


mtn,  a.  M^, 


J.  E.  Gould. 


iziz^: 


^-0 


^Al 


i 


^^ 


(jS* 


gJg^g^E 


_t-iL_^fB_.^. 


^-^— jg f-f-ff9 ^ 1-^ — >g 


rg: 


Asleep  in  Jesus! 


302 

1  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep  ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing, 

That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest ! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour. 
Which  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  ! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high 
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God  Calling  Yet. 

1  God  calling  yet!   shall  I  not  hear? 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear  ? 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  fly, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie? 

2  God  calling  yet  !  shall  I  not  rise? 
Can  I  his  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  his  kind  care  repay? 
He  calls  me  still;  can  I  delay? 

3  God  calling  yet !    and  shall  I  give 
No  heed,  but  still  in  bondage  live? 
I  wait,  but  he  does  not  forsake; 

He  calls  me  still;  my  heart,  awake! 

4  God  calling  yet !   I  cannot  stay  ; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay  : 
Vain  world,  farewell,  from  thee  I  part; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart. 


303    What  Sinners  Value  I  Resign ; 

7)/;;<?,  Park  Street 
I  What  sinners  value  I  resign  ; 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine ; 

1  shall  behold  thy  blissful  face, 

And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life's  a  dream — an  empty  show  ; 
But  the  bright  w-orld  to  which  I  go 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere  ; 
When  shall  I  wake  and  find  me  there? 

3  Oh,  glorious  hour  ! — oh,  blest  abode ! 
I  shall  be  near  and  like  my  God ; 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

3  Mv  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground, 
Till 'the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound: 
Then  burst  the  chains  wnth  sweet  surprise. 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise. 


305  Jesus  shall  Reign. 

Tu/fe,  Park  Street. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  its  successive  journeys  run  ; 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore; 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  For  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made. 
And  endless  praises  crown  his  head  ; 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
bwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

4  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King  ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen/ 
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I.  Lo!  round  the  throne,  a       glo  -  rious  band,    Tbe  saints  in    count  -  less 
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8  Through  tribulation  great  they  came ; 
They  bore  the  cross, despised  the  shame; 
But  now  from  all  their  labors  rest, 
In  God's  eternal  glory  blest. 

3  They  see  the  Saviour  face  to  face ; 
They  sing  the  triumph  of  his  grace ; 
And  day  and  night.with  ceaseless  praise, 
To  him  their  loud  hosannas  raise. 

4  O  may  we  tre-ad  the  sacred  road 
That  holy  saints  and  martyrs  trod  ; 
Wage  to  the  end  the  glorious  strife, 
And  win,  like  them,  a  crown  of  life ! 
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Now  to  the  Lord. 


Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song : 
Awake,  my  soul,  awake,  my  tongue; 
Hosanna  to  the  eternal  name, 
And  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim. 

See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face. 
The  brightest  image  of  his  grace ; 
God,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 
Has  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 


3  The  spacious  earth  and  spreading  flood 
Proclaim  the  wise  and  powerful  God 
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And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar 
Sparkle'  in  every  rolling  star. 

4  Grace!  'tis  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme, 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus  name; 
Ye  angels,  dwell  upon  the  sound, 

Ye  heavens,  reflect  it  to  the  ground. 

5  Oh !  may  I  reach  that  happy  place, 
Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face. 
Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold, 
And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold. 

Qi^Q  —Isaac  Watts 

Soon  may  «lie  last  glad  song. 

1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise,^ 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies; 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's. 

2  Let  thrones,  and  powers,  and  kingdoms 
Obedient,  -mighty  God,  to  thee;  [be 
And  over  land,  and  stream,  and  main. 
Now  wave  the  scepter  of  thy  reign. 

3  O  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell ; 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
Till  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns. 
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From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads, — 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 


There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

There,  there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  time  and  sense  seem  all  no  more. 
And  heav'n  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 
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Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 
And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 

No ;  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free. 

And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
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3  Upon  the  crystal  pavement,  down 

At  Jesus  pierc-ed  feet. 
Joyful  I'll  cast  my  golden  crown, 
And  his  dear  name  repeat. 

4  Oh,  precious  cross  !  oh,  glorious  crown! 

Oh,  resurrection  day ! 
Ye  angels,  from  the  stars  come  down, 
And  bear  my  soul  away. 


Tune,  FEDERAL  STREET. 
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1.  How  do  lliy  mercies    close  rae  round!  Forev-er    be     thy  name   a  -  dored  ; 

2.  Inured  to  pov  -  er    -    ty    and  pain,     A  suff' ring  life  my  Mas-  ter     led  ; 


I  blush  in  all  things  to 
The  Son  of  God,  the    Son 


a  -  bound;  The  servant  is     a-bove  his  Lord, 
of       Man,  He  had  not  where  to  lay   his  head. 
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3  But  lo !  a  place  he  hath  prepared 
For  me,  whom  watchful  angels  keep ; 

Yea,  he  himself  becomes  my  guard; 
He  smooths  my  bed,  and  gives  me  sleep. 

4  Jesus  protects;  my  fears,  be  gone; 
What  can  the  Rock  of  Ages  move  ? 

Safe  in  thy  arms  I  lay  me  down, 
Thine  everlasting  arms  of  love. 
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5  While  thou  art  intimately  nigh, 
Who,  who  shall  violate  my  rest? 

Sin,  earth,  and  hell  I  now  defy: 
I  lean  upon  my  Saviour's  breast. 

6  I  rest  beneath  the  Almighty's  shade; 
My  griefs  expire,  my  troubles  cease ; 

Thou,  Lord,  on  whom  my  soul  is  stayed, 
Wilt  keep  me  still  in  perfect  peace. 


312  Jesus,  and  ShaU  it  Ever  Be. 

1  Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 

A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee? 
Ashamed  of  thee  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  daysl 

2  Ashamed  of  J^sus,  that  dear  friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend ! 
No,  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

4  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain — • 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain; 
And  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be, 

That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me  ! 

313  Come  Hither,  All  Ye  "Weary  Souls, 

1  Come  hither,  all  ye  weary  souls. 
Ye  heavy-laden  sinners,  come ; 

I'll  give  you  rest  from  all  your  toils, 
And  raise  you  to  my  heavenly  home. 

2  They  shall  find  rest  that  learn  of  me ; 
I'm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind; 

But  passion  rages  like  the  sea, 
And  pride  is  restless  as  the  wind. 


3  Blest  is  the  man  whose  shoulders  take 
My  yoke,  and  bear  it  with  delight; 

My  yoke  is  easy  to  his  neck, 
My  grace  shall  make  the  burden  light. 

4  Jesus,  we  come  at  thy  command, 
\Mth  faith,  and  hope,  and  humble  zeal 

Resign  our  spirits  to  thy  hand. 
To  mould  and  guide  us  at  thy  will. 


My  Gracious  Lord ! 
gracious  Lord  I  I  own  thy  right 
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1  My  _ 

To  every  service  I  can  pay; 
And  call  it  my  supreme  delight 
To  hear  thy  dictates  and  obey. 

2  What  is  my  being  but  ror  thee, 

Its  sure  support,  its  noblest  end, 
Thine  ever-smiling  facfe  to  see, 
And  serve  the  cause  of  such  a  friend? 

3  *Tis  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live, 

To  him  who  for  my  ransom  died ; 
Nor  could  untainted  Eden  give 
Such  bliss  as  blossoms  at  his  side, 

4  His  work  m}'  hoary  age  shall  bless, 

When  j-outhful  vigor  is  no  more, 
And  my  last  hour  of  life  confess 
His  dying  love,  his  saving  power. 
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Rev.  Edwin  Gardner,  A.M. 


Har.  by  E.  G 

I— i- 


1.  How  favored,  ye  people  who  trust  in  the  Lord!  Who  lean  on  his  promise  and 
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with  my  bright  glory  thy  skies  all  illume. 
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2  "Sometimes  thro'  sore  trials  I'll  call 

thee  to  go,  [thou  know  ; 

But,  like  favored  Daniel,  no  harm  shalt 
My  angels  shall  keep  thee  and  round 

thee  abide,  [tide. 

To  guard  thee  from  danger,  whatever  be- 
Thy   soul  shall  not  perish  when  dark 

waters  roll,  [soul ; 

For  I  will  sustain  thee  and  shelter  thy 
I'll  ever  uphold  thee  and  guide  thee  a- 

right  [night. 

To  that  blessed  city  where  cometh  no 

3  When  weary  and  hungry  along  life's 

rough  road,  [to  thy  load  ; 

When  cares  and  temptations  would  add 
Eemember  the  promise  revealed  in  my 

Word—  [Lord. 

O  soul,  cast  thy  burden  and  care  on  the 
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The  water  of  life  will  I  give  unto  thee. 
Behold  it  now  flowing  so  full  and  so  free; 
I'll  feed  thee  with  manna   sent   down 
from  above,  [of  love." 

And  thou  shalt  be  feasted  with  clusters 

4  Some  day  I  shall  give  o'er  this  swift 

fleeting  breath, 
And  down  in  the  tomb  lay  this  body  in 

death  ; 
But  comforting  grace  then  shall  carry 

me  through,  [view  ; 

Till  glories  immortal  shall  break  on  my 
And  when  he  shall  bid  me  in  glory  a- 

rise.  [skies, 

To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the 
I'll  shout  when  the  heavens  shall  all  be 

aflame, 
Hosanna!  hosanna  to  his  blessed  name  J 
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The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day; 
And  there  may  J.  though  vile  as  he, 

Wash  all  my  sins  away. 
Thou  dying  Lamb  !  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 

Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 


4  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song 

I  11  sing  thy  power  to  save,     [tongue 
When  this   poor,  lisping,  stammering 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 
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Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer; 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home  ; 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 
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Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  thy  grace  now,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee; 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it. 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love; 
Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it; 

Seal  it  from  thy  courts  above. 
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HARWELL.     8.  7. 
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See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne;  Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

See,  he      sits  on    yonder  throne  ;      Je  -  sus  rules  the  world  a  -  lone. 

■^  ■*--«■  •        .^  ^  JL  J2.      ^  1*^  I  1*^  i'*^  1^    I 


r:=t 


-0-  ^ 


It^^ 


y— s*— ;^ 

2  King  of  glory  !  reign  forever; 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown; 
Nothing,  from  thy  love,  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 
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3  Saviour!  hasten  thine  appearing  ; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we'll  sing, 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King!  " 
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1.  Lb!  tlie  day    of  rest  de- clin  -  eth,   Gather  fast  the  shades  of  night; 

2.  While, thine  ear  of  love  ad-  dressinir,  This  our  parting  hymn  we    sing, 


the  Sun  which  ev-  er    shin-  eth  Fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  light. 
Father,  grant  thine  evening  blessing,  Fold  us  safe   beneath   thy  wing. 
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Another  Year  is  Dawning  I 


1  Another  year  is  dawning! 

Dear  Master,  let  it  be 
In  working  or  in  waiting, 
Another  year  with  thee. 

2  Another  year  of  mercies, 

Of  faithfulness  and  grace  ; 
Another  year  of  gladness 
In  the  shining  of  thv  face. 


284 


Another  year  of  progress. 

Another  year  of  praise; 
Another  year  of  proving 

Thy  presence  "  all  the  days." 
Another  year  of  service. 

Of  witness  for  tliy  love  ; 
Another  year  of  training 

For  holier  work  above. 
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321  lord,  Dismiss  TTs. 

3  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  jo}'  and  peace; 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace; 

Oh,  refresh  us. 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound ; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound; 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

3  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given, 

Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne  on  angel's  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  to  leave  our  cumbrous  clay, 

May  we,  ready. 
Rise  and  reign,  in  endless  day. 

322  Saviour !  Visit  Thy  Plantation. 

1  Saviour!  visit  thy  plantation; 

Grant  us,  Lord,  a  gracious  rain; 
All  will  come  to  desolation. 
Unless  thou  return  again. 

Cho. — Lord  revive  us,  Lord  revive  us. 
All  our  help  must  come  from  thee. 

2  Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance; 

Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest,  for  want  of  thy  assistance. 
Every  plant  should  droop  and  die. 

3  Let  our  mutual  love  be  fervent. 

Make  us  prevalent  in  prayers ; 
Let  each  one  esteemed  thy  servant 
Shun  the  world's  enticing  snares. 


4  Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power : 
Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh, 
And  begin,  from  this  good  hour. 
To  revive  thy  work  afresh. 

323  May  the  Grace  of  Christ. 

1  May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love. 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 
Rest  upon  us  from  above  1 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord ; 

And  posess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

324  We  have  Come  to  "Worship  Jesus. 

Tune  Vespers, 

1  We  have  come  to  worship  Jesus, 

And  in  adoration  bow 
Low  before  our  gracious  Saviour, 
Who  vouchsafes  to  hear  us  now, 

2  Jesus,  Friend  of  earth-bound  sinners, 

Wash  away  our  every  stain ; 
May  our  hearts  to  thee  be  opened, 
So  that  thou  may'st  in  them  reigtu 

3  May  we  find  thy  great  salvation,  - 

And  our  souls  be  filled  with  love; 
May  thy  Kingdom  here,  Lord  Jesus, 
Soon  be  like  to  heav'n  above. 

4  Prayers  ascend,  like  incense  rising, 

For  new  pardon,  grace,  and  peace: 
May  thy  Spirit's  influence  brighten 
All  our  lives,— our  faith  increase. 

5  May  the  wisdom  of  thy  gospel 

Comfort  for  all  times  afford; 
And  may  we  be  waiting,  ready 
At  thy  coming,  dearest  Lord. 

H     S.   JONBS. 
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On     thee,    the  high   and      low  -  ly,  Through  a    -  ges  joined  in     tune, 
On     thee     our  Lord,  vie  -    to  -  rious,  The    Spir  -  it    sent  from  heaven  ; 


Sing  "  Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,      ho  -  ly,"     To      the    great  God  Tri  -  une. 
And  thus     on  thee, most  glo- rious,    A       tri   -  pie    light  was  given. 


3  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  eonvocations 

The  silver  trumpet  ealls, 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

AVith  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 


4  New  graees  ever  gaining, 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest ; 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Fatlier  and  to  Son  ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 


326  Now  be  the 

1  Now  be  the  gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled. 
And  be  the  shout,  Hosanna! 

Re-echoed  through  the  world; 
Till  every  isle  and  nation. 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue, 
Receive  the  great  salvation. 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 

2  What  though  the  embattled  legions 

Of  earth  and  hell  combine. 
His  arm  throughout  their  regions 
Shall  soon  resplendent  shine ; 


Gospel  Banner. 

Ride  on,  O  Lord,  victorious. 

Immanuel,  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  triumph  shall  be  glorious, 

Thy  empire  still  increase. 

3  Yes,  thou  shalt  reign  forever, 
O  Jesus,  King  of  kings; 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favor, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings: 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise; 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting. 
The  song  responsive  r^e. 
2b6 
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2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

328  Geo.  Duffield,  Jr.       Stand  up,  Stand  up  for  Jesus 


^S.  1  The  morning  light  is  breaking 
~"  The  darkness  disappears; 

The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion. 
Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

Blest  river  of  salvation. 

Pursue  thine  onwartl  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation. 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come!*^ 


Tune  above. 


1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  sutfer  loss ; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict. 

In  this  his  glorious  day : 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes : 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger. 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer ; 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
Tins  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 
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When,  His  Salvation  Bringing, 


1  When,  his  salvation  bringing, 

To  Zion  Jesus  came. 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosannas  to  his  name. 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  him, 

For  as  he  rode  along, 
Ke  let  them  still  attend  him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 

2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  for  children  still ; 
Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 
On  Zion's  heavenly  hiili 
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Yv^'e'll  flock  around  his  banner. 

Who  sits  upon  the  throne; 
And  cry  aloud  "  Hosauna 

To  David's  royal  Son  1 " 

For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise: 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming 

Might  well  hosannas  raise. 
But  ."-hall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No!  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They,  too,  shall  be  the  Lord's. 
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330     Lord,  God,  the  Holy  Ghost. 

1  Lord..  God,  the  Holy  Ghost! 

In  this  accepted  hour, 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  thy  power, 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 

In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, — 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty,  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  waves  beneath, 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above ;        [fire, 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  light !  explore, 

And  chase  our  gloom  away, 
With  luster  shining  more  and  more. 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 


331     Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

With  energy  divine, 
And  on  this  poor,  benighted  soul 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

2  From  the  celestial  hills 

Light,  life,  and  joy  dispense; 
And  may  I  daily,  hourly,  feel 
Thy  quickening  influence. 

3  O  melt  this  frozen  heart. 

This  stubborn  will  subdue; 
Each  evil  passion  overcome, 
And  form  me  all  anew. 

4  The  profit  will  be  mine. 

But  thine  shall  be  the  praise; 
Cheerful  to  thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 


332  The  Day  is  Fast  and  Gone. 

1  The  day  is  past  and  gone, 

The  evening  shades  appear ! 
Oh  !  may  we  all  remember  well 
The  night  of  death  draws  near. 

2  We  lay  our  garments  by, 

Upon  our  beds  to  rest; 
So  death  shall  soon  disrobe  us  all 
Of  what  we  here  possessed. 

3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 

Secure  from  all  our  fears; 
May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep, 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

333  Lord  Teach  Us  how  to  Pray. 

X  Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray, 
And  give  us  hearts  to  ask; 
Or  all  we  think,  or  do,  or  say, 
Will  be  a  tiresome  task, 

«  Thy  Holy  Spirit  send, 
Our  bosoms  to  inspire; 
Then  shall  our  praise  to  thee  ascend 
With  pure  and  warm  desire. 


3  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Present  our  prayers  above ; 
And  spread  abroad  o'er  all  thou  seest 
The  mantle  of  thy  love. 

4  Teach  us  to  find  our  bliss 

In  earnest,  fervent  prayer , 
For  where  we  pray  our  Saviour  is, 
And  bliss  is  only  there. 

334     A  Charge  to  Keep  I  Have. 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify ; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfill, — 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live ; 
And  oh,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray. 

And  on  thyself  rely. 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 
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OoO  I  love  Thy  kingdom. 

1  I  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

The  house  of  thine  abode, 
The  Church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  Church,  O  God  ! 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend  : 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last, 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

336  Grace ! 

1  Grace  !  'tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound. 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man  ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  roving  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road  ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  preying  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 

Through  everlasting  days  ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  des&rves  our  praise. 


337  Stand  up,  and  bless. 

1  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high. 
Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name, 
And  laud,  and  magnify  ? 

3  O  for  the  living  flame 

From  his  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song. 

And  his  salvation  ours; 
Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord ; 

The  Lord  your  God  adore; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name, 
Henceforth,  forevermore. 

338  Purity  of  heart. 

1  Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart. 

For  they  shall  see  our  God; 
The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs; 
Their  soul  is  his  abode. 

2  Still  to  the  lowly  soul 

He  doth  himself  impart, 
And  for  his  temple  and  his  throne 
Selects  the  pure  in  heart. 

3  Lord,  we  thy  presence  seek, 

May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 
O  give  the  pure  and  lowly  heart, — 
A  temple  meet  for  thee. 

Doxology.    S.  M. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  forever  be. 
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Living  Hymns,  3 — T 
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340     Sbaftle  tt)to\tQt)  nnotf)tv  a^tcfe. 


Arr.  by  Lowell  MasoW. 


Wait  -  ing      in     his  courts   to   -  day :    Day     of      all      the  week  the  best 
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While  we  in  thy  house  appear: 
Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

4  May  the  gospel's  joyful  sound 

Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 
Bring  relief  to  all  complaints; 
Thus  may  all  our  Sabbaths  prove. 
Till  we  join  the  Church  above. 
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2  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace. 

Thro'  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 
Show  thy  reconciled  face, 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 

3  Here  we  come  thy  name  to  praise; 

Let  us  feel  thy  presence  near : 
May  thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 
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1.  Hast- en,  Lord,  the  glorious  time, When,  beneath  Mes- si    -    ah's  sway,) 
Ev  -  'ry     na  -  tion,  ev  -'ry  clime,  Shall  the   gos-  pel   call        o  -   bey.    | 
D.C. — Satan  and  his     host,  o'erthrown,    Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no   more. 
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Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own 
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Heathen  tribes  his  name  a 
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2  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cease; 
Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain  ; 
Righteousness,  and  joy,  and  peace, 
Undisturbed,  shall  ever  reign. 


Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord  : 
Ever  praise  his  glorious  name  ; 

All  his  mighty  acts  record. 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 
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Rise,  My  Soul. 

1  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings 

Thy  better  portion  trace  ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 

Toward's  heaven,  thy  native  place. 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay  ; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away. 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course  ; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun  ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source; 
So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn; 

Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return, 
Triumphant  in  the  skies. 
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Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 
Happy  entrance  will  be  given ; 

All  our  sorrows  left  below. 
And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 

343   Time  is  Winging  us  Away. 

1  Time  is  winging  us  away 

To  our  eternal  home  ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day, 

A  journey  to  the  tomb  : 
Youth  and  vigor  soon  will  flee. 

Blooming  beauty  lose  its  chartJ''*'; 
All  that's  mortal  soon  will  be 

Enclosed  in  death's  cold  arras. 

2  Time  is  winging  us  away 

To  our  eternal  home ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day, 

A  journey  to  the  tomb : 
But  the  Christian  shall  enjoy 

Health  and  beauty  soon  above; 
Far  beyond  the  world's  alloy, 

Secure  in  Jesus'  love. 
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0  for  a  Thousand  Tongues. 


O  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 

My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim,^ 
To  spread,  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 

The  honors  of  thy  name. 


Jesus !    the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 

'Tis  music  in  the  smner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

He  breaks  the  power  of  cancell'd  sin, 

He  sets  the  pris'ner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean  ; 

His  blood  availed  for  me. 
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Hark  the  Glad  Sound. 


1  Hark,  the  glad  sound !  the  Saviour  comes, 

The  Saviour,  promised  long ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne. 
And  every  voice  a  song. 

2  He  comes,  the  pris'ner  to  release, 

In  Satan's  bondage  held  ; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  him  burst, 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 


3  He  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray, 
And  on  the  eyes  oppressed  with  night 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

4  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim, 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  thy  beloved  name. 
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Joy  to  the  World. 


Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come  ! 

Let  earth  receive  her  King  ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 

And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

Joy  to  the  world,  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

Let  men  their  songs  employ  ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy.  [plains, 


No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ; 

He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 


Doxology.     C.  M. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 

292 


347 


et:oVon  I^Ctn  EorDr  o(  ^11. 


Tune,  CORONATION.     C.  M. 


-f-< — < — » — »- 


:±=4: 


All     hail  the  pow'r  of     Je-sus'name!  Let     angels   prostrate     fall; 
2.  Crown  him,  ye   morning  stars   of  light,  Who  fixed  this  earthly     ball ; 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al       di  -  a-  dem.  And  crown  him  Lord       of 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might,  And  crown  Bim  Lord       of 
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3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall. 
Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace^ 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


5  Let  every  kindred,  ever}'  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

6  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  his  feet  may  fall ! 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


348  Jesus,  the  Name 

1  Jesus!  the  name  high  over  all, 

In  hell,  or  earth  or  sky ; 
Angels  and  men  before  it  fall, 
And  devils  fear  and  fly. 

2  Jesus!  the  name  to  sinners  dear. 

The  name  to  sinners  given  ; 
It  scatters  all  their  guilty  fear; 
It  turns  their  hell  to  heaven. 

3  Jesus  the  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 

And  bruises  Satan's  head  ; 
Power  into  strengthless  souls  he  speaks 
And  life  into  the  dead. 


C.  M. 

4  O  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 
The  riches  of  his  grace  ! 

The  arms  of  love  that  compass  me 
Would  all  mankind  embrace. 

5  His  only  righteousness  I  show. 
His  saving  truth  proclaim  : 

'Tis  all  my  business  here  below 
To  cry,  "  Behold  the  Lamb  !  " 

6  Happy,  if  with  my  latest  breath 
I  may  but  gasp  his  name, 

Preach  him  to  all,  and  cry  in  death, 
"  Behold,  behold  the  Lamb  1 " 
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1.  Lost,  lost   on  the  mountains  of    sin  and    de-  spair,    Till     Je  -  sus    in 

2.  My  days,  swiftly  passing,  have  brought  from  above      So     man- y  bright 

3.  How  well    I      re  -  member,  in    sorrow's  dark  night,  The  lamp  of    his 

4.  Be  -  fore  me  the  tow'rs  of    Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem  rise,    Each  day     I     am 
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love,  sought  and  rescued  me  there,  He  saved  me  from  w  and'ring,  he 
tok  -  ens  of  mer  -  cy  and  love ;  "More  grace"  he  has  giv  -  en,  and 
•word  shed  its  beau  -  ti  -  ful  light,  And  sweet  was  the  voice  of  the 
near-  ing  my  home  in  the  skies ;  My  Sav-  iour  a  mansion  of 
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gave  me    re-  lease.  And    led  me    to  pathways  of      blessing  and  peace, 
burdens  removed,     Yes,      o  -  ver  and     o  -  ver,  his  goodness  I've  proved. 
Comfort-  er   then,      A  -    waking  new  praises      a  -  gain  and     a-  gain, 
joy  will  prepare.     And  loved  ones  are  waiting    to     welcome  me  there. 
■#--#--#-  ■#-        ^      ^     4^     4L     ^        > 
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And  shall  I    turnback   in  -  to  the  world?  Oh, 
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And  shall   I     turn  back      in  -  to    the  world  ?  No, 


Copyruht,  1894.  bj  Jobn  J.  Hood. 
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no,  not         I! 
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Tune,  UXBRIDGE. 


1.  I  know  that  my  Kedeemer  lives;  What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives 

2.  He  lives,  to  bless  me  with  his  love;  He  lives,  to  plead  for  me  a-  bove; 

3.  He  lives,  and  grants  me  daily  breath  ;  He  lives,  and  I  shall  conquer  death  ; 

4.  He  lives,  all  glory    to    his  name  ;  He  lives,  my  Saviour,  still  the  same  ; 
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He  lives,  he  lives,  who  once  was  dead ; 

He  lives,  my  hungry  soul  to  feed  ; 

He  lives,  my  mansion  to  prepare  ; 

What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives. 


I 

He  lives,  my  everlast  -  mg   Head  ! 

He  lives,  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

He  lives,  to  bring  me  safely  there. 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives! 
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MmuiiriQ  QSvntt. 


Rev.  John  Newton 


Tune,  WARWICK.     C.  M, 


I     I     I 

1.  A  -  mazing  grace,  how  sweet  the  sound,  That  sav'd  a  wretch  like  me 

2.  'Twas  urace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear,  And  grace  my  fears  relieved 


I     once  was  lost,  but    now  am  found  ;  Was  blind,  but  now     I      see. 
How  precious  did  that  grace  ap-  pear,    The   hour      I    first    believed. 


3  Thro'  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 
I  have  already  come  ;  [far. 

Tis  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 


4  Yes,  when  this  heart  and  flesh  shall 
And  mortal  life  shall  cease,      [fail, 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  vail 
A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 
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352      ©ittoatrir,  et^tCstCaw  Solirfets! 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 
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Tune,  ONWARD.    6,5. 
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Onward, Christian  soldiers!  Marching  as  to  war,  With  the  cross  of  Jesns 
At  the  sign  of  triumph  Satan's  host  doth  flee;  On, then. Christian  soldiers, 
Like  a  mighty  army  Moves  the  Church  of  God ;  Brothers,  we  are  treading 
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Go-iug  on    be- fore.  Christ, the  royal  Mas  -  ter.  Leads  against  the  foe; 
On   to  vie  -  to  -  ry  I  Hell's  foundations  qiv  -  cr     At  the  shout  of  praise; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod ;  We  are  not  di-yid  -  ed,    All  one   bo-dy  we, 


Forward  into    bat  -  tie.    See,  his  banners  go !  rk«-ro^/i  nv,^,-o+^oL  c^i^'^^^t 
.lift  your  voices,Loud  your  anthems  raise.  Onward, Christian  soldiers! 


Brothers 

One  in  hope  and  doctrine,  One  in  chari 
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Marching  as  to      war.      With  the  croes  of  Je  -  sus    Going  on   be- fore. 
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4  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Je.sus 

Constant  will  remain ; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

"Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. 
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Onward,  then,  ye  people! 

Join  our  happy  throng, 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph-song ; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

f  nto  Christ  the  King, 
This  through  countless  agee 

Men  and  angels  sing. 


StotfeVuell.    8s,  7». 


353  Yes,  for  Me.,  for  Me  He  Careth. 

1  Yes,  for  me,  for  me  he  careth 

With  a  brother's  tender  care  ; 
Yes,  with  me,  with  me  he  shareth 
Every  burden,  every  fear. 

2  Yes,  for  me  he  standeth  pleading 

At  the  mercy-seat  above, 
Ever  for  me  interceeding. 
Constant  in  untiring  love. 

3  Yes,  in  me  abroad  he  shedeth 

Joys  unearthly,  love  and  light ; 
And  to  cover  me  he  spreadeth 
His  paternal  wing  of  might. 

4  Yes,  in  me,  in  me  he  dwelleth, 

I  in  him,  and  he  in  me ; 
And  my  empty  soul  he  filleth 
Here  and  through  eternity. 

5  Thus  I  wait  for  his  returning, 

Singing  all  the  way  to  heaven  ; 

Such  the  joyful  song  of  morning. 

Such  the  tranquil  song  of  even. 

354  Tarry  With  Me,  0,  My  Saviour. 

1  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour! 

For  the  day  is  passing  by  ; 
See  !  the  shades  of  evening  gather, 
And  the  night  is  drawing  nigh. 

2  Deeper,  deeper  grow  the  shadows, 

Paler  now  the  glowing  west. 
Swift  the  night  of  death  advances  ; 
Shall  it  be  the  night  of  rest  ? 

3  Lonely  seems  the  vale  of  shadow  ; 

Sinks  my  heart  with  troubled  fear ; 
Give  me  faith  for  clearer  vision, 
Speak  thou,  Lord !  in  words  of  cheei 


4  Let  me  hear  thy  voice  behind  me, 

Calming  all  these  wild  alarms; 
Let  me,  underneath  my  weakness, 
Feel  the  everlasting  arms. 

5  Feeble,  trembling,  fainting,  dying, 

Lord  !  I  cast  myself  on  thee  ; 
Tarry  with  me  through  the  darkness 
While  I  sleep  still  watch  by  me. 

6  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour ! 

Lay  my  head  upon  thy  breast 
Till  the  morning ;  then  awake  me — 
Morning  of  eternal  rest. 


He  that  Goeth  Forth. 
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1  He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping, 

Bearing  precious  seed  in  love, 
Never  tiring,  never  sleeping, 
Findeth  mercy  from  above. 

2  Soft  descend  the  dews  of  heaven, 

Bright  the  rays  celestial  shine  ; 
Precious  fruits  will  thus  be  given 
Through  an  influence  all  divine. 

3  Sow  thy  seed,  be  never  weary. 

Let  no  fears  thy  soul  annoy ; 
Be  the  prospect  ne'er  so  dreary, 
Thou  shalt  reap  the  fruits  of  joy. 

4  Lo!   the  scene  of  verdure  brightening, 

See  the  rising  grain  appear; 
Look  again;  the  fields  are  whitening, 
For  the  harvest -time  is  near. 

356  Doxology. 

Great  Jehovah  !  we  adore  thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne. 
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357 

George  Keith. 
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Tune,  PORTUGUESE  HYMN. 
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1.  How  firm     a      foundatiou,    ye    saints  of  the     Lord,    Is    laid  for  your 

2.  "  Fear   not,     I     am  with  thee,  O     be       not  dismayed,    For     I      am  thy 

3.  "When  thro' the  deep  waters      I    call     thee  to      go.      The    riv  -  ers    of 

4.  "  When  thro'  fie  -  ry   tri  -  als  thy  path  -  way  shall  lie,      My  grace  all   suf - 
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faith  in    his    ex  -    eel -lent  word  '  What  more  can    he   say,     than  to 
God,   I     will  still    give    thee  aid  ;      I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and 
sor  -  row  shall  not      o    -  ver-  flow  ;    For      I      will    be    with  thee  thy 
fi  -  cient,  shall  be    thy     sup  -  ply,     The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee ;  I 
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yon  he  hath  said, 
cause  thee  to  stand, 
tri  -  als  to  bless, 
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To    you,  who  for      re  -  fage  to      Je  -  sus  have 

Up -held    by  mj^    gracious,  om  -  ni  -  po -  tent 

And  sane  -  ti  -  fy      to      thee  thy    deepest   dis  - 

Thy  dross    to    consume,   and  thy    gold  to    re  - 
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to  Je  -  sus  have  fled  ? 
om  -  ni  -  po  -  tent  hand, 
thy  deep  -  est  dis  -  tress, 
thy    gold       to        re  -  fine. 
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5  "  E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people 
shall  prove  [love ; 

My    sovereign,    eternal,    unchangeable 

And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  tem- 
ples atlorn,  [be  borne. 

Like  iambs  tnej  shall  still  in  my  bosom 


6  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned 
for  repose, 

I  will  not,  I  w ill  not  desert  to  his  foes ; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  en- 
deavor to  shake, 

I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake! "" 
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Wm.  R.  Bradburv. 
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>  ^ly  hope  is  built  on   nothing  less  Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness ; 
i    I   dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, But  wholly  lean  on    Jesus'  name  : 
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On  Christ,  the  Sol -id  Rock,  I  stand;  All  oth-er  ground  is   sinkini;;  sand 
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2  YNlien  darkness  seems  to  veil  his  face, 
J — t-p        I  rei:t  on  his  unchanging  grace  ; 


All    other  ground  is  sinking  sand 


Copyright,  1S64,  in  "  Golden  Censer 


In  every  high  and  stornrr  gale, 
^ly  anchor  holds  within  the  vale. 
3  His  oath,  his  covenant,  and  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  Hood : 

hen  all  around  my  soul  gives  way, 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay. 

Vsei  by  permisaion  of  Biglow  k  MaiE. 
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1.  My  God,  how  endless  is    thy  love!  Thy  gifts  are  ev-  'ry  evening  new, 

2.  Thou  spread'st  the  curtain  of  the  night,  Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours! 

3.  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command,   To  thee  I     con  -  se-  crate  my  days; 


Aud  morning  mer-cies  from    a-  bove  Gen-  lly  dis  -  till  like  ear-  ly  dew. 
Thy  sov'reign  word  restores  the  light,  And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  pow'rs. 
Per-  petual  blessings  from  thy  hand    Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 
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John  Nbwton. 
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^.  Come,  my    soul,    thy    suit  pre-pare,    Je  -  sus    loves  to        ans-wer  prayer 
2.  Lord,    I       come   to      thee   for  rest;  Take  pos  -  ses  -  sion    of     my  breast 
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3  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here. 
Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer; 
As  my  guide,  my  guard,  my  friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

5  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do; 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith. 
Let  me  die  thy  people's  death. 


361  Children  of  the  Heavenly  King. 

1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  we  will  sing, — 
Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  O  ye  mourning  souls,  be  glad, 
Christ  our  advocate  is  made  ; 
Us  to  save  our  flesh  assumes, 
Brother  to  our  souls  becomes. 

4  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest. 
Soon  we'll  enter  into  rest ; 
There  our  seat  is  now  prepared. 
There  our  Kingdom  and  reward. 

5  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  ; 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 

362  Hark,  My  Soul. 

I  Hark,  my  soul,  it  is  the  Lord  ; 
'Tie  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word 


800 


Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, 
"  Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  me  ?" 

"  I  delivered  thee  when  bound. 
And,  when  wounded,  healed  thy  wound; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  toward  the  child  she  bare? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be  ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  me?" 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore, 
Oh,,  for  grace  to  love  thee  morel 
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1.  Christiau  !  dost  thou  see  them  On    the   ho  -  ly  ground,  How  tliepow'rs  of 

2.  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them,  How  they  work  within,  Striving,  tempting, 

3.  Christian, dost  thou  hear  them.  How  they  speak  thee  fair?  'Always  fast  and 

4.  "  Well  1  know  thy  trouble,        O    my  servant     true ;     Thou  art  ver-  y 
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Rage  thy  steps  around  ? 
Goading  in  -  to     sin  ? 
Always  watch  and  pray  ?  " 
I   was  weary     too; 


Christian,  up   and  smite  them, 
Christian,  nev  -  er    tremble  ; 
Christian,  an  -  swer  bold-  ly  : 
But  that  toil  shall  make  thee 
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Counting  gain  but  loss;    In  the  strength  that  cometh  By   the  ho  -  ly  cross. 
Nev-  er   be  down-cast ;  Gird  thee  for  the  bat  -  tie,  Watch  and  pray  and  fast. 
"  While  I  breathe  I  pray  1 "  Peace  shall  follow  battle,  Night  shall  end  in  day. 
Some  day  all  mine  own,  And  the  end    of      sorrow  Shall  be  near  my  throne, 
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364   Lo  !  the  Stone  is  Rolled  Away. 

1  Lo!  the  stone  is  rolled  away, 
Death  yields  up  his  mighty  prey; 
Jesus,  rising  from  the  tomb, 
Scatters  all  its  fearful  gloom. 

2  Praise  him  in  the  noblest  songs. 
From  ten  thousand  thousand  tongue 
Every  note  with  rapture  swell, 
And  the  Saviour's  triumph  tell. 

3  Let  Immanuel  be  adored — 
I{.ansom,  Mediator.  Lord! 
To  creation's  utmost  bound, 
Let  eternal  praise  resound. 


365    Wait,  my  Soul,  Upon  the  Lord. 

1  Wait,  my  soul,  upon  the  Lord, 

To  his  gracious  promise  flee, 
Laying  hold  upon  liis  word, 
"As  thy  days,  thy  strength  shall  be.' 

2  If  the  sorrows  of  thy  case 

Seem  peculiar  still  to  thee, 
God  has  promised  needful  grace. — 
"As  thy  days,  thy  strength  shall  be.'' 

3  Days  of  trial,  days  of  grief, 

In  succession  thou  mayst  see; 
This  is  still  thy  sweet  relief — 
"As  thy  days,  thy  strength  shall  be.' 
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366  0  Love  Divine. 

I  O  LOVE  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art ! 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee? 
I  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love. 
The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

a  Stronger  his  love  than  death  or  hell; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable  ; 

The  first-born  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  length,  the  breadth',  the  height. 

3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God ; 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  bs  mine; 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

4  O  that  I  could  forever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet ! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  tlue  Bridegroom's  voice. 

5  O  that  I  could,  with  favored  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast! 
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From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  thee 
My  everlasting  rest. 
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0  could  I  Speak. 
O  COULD  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 

0  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 
Which  in  my  Saviour  shine, 

I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings^ 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  divine. 
I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin,  and  wrath  divine; 
I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 
I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  weirs. 

Exalted  on  his  throne  ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  pruisf, 

1  would  to  everlasting  days 
Make  all  his  glories  known. 

Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When   my  dear   Lord   will    bring  me 

And  I  shall  see  his  face  ;  [home, 

Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother, Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend, 

Triumphant  in  his  grace. 
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368  I  will  Remember  Thee. 

1  According  to  thy  gracious  word, 

In  meek  humility, 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord, 
I  will  remember  thee. 

2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake, 

My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be ; 
Thy  testamental  cup  I  take, 
And  thus  remember  thee. 

3  Gethsemane  can  I  forget  ? 

Or  there  thy  conflict  see, 
Thine  agouy  and  bloody  sweat. 
And  not  remember  thee  ? 

4  When  to  the  cross  1  turn  mine  eyes, 

And  rest  on  Calvary, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifice, 
I  must  remember  thee. — 

5  Remember  thee  and  all  thy  pains, 

And  all  thy  love  to  me ; 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains, 
Will  I  remember  thee. 

369  Jesus,  I  Love. 

1  Jesus,  I  love  thy  charming  name, 
'Tis  music  to  mine  ear; 

Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud 
That  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  Yes,  thou  art  precious  to  my  soul. 
My  joy,  my  hope,  my  trust; 

Jewels,  to  thee,  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 

3  All  my  capacious  powers  can  wish 
In  thee  most  richly  meet ; 

Nor  to  mine  eyes  is  light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

4  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 
And  sheds  its  fragrance  there, 

The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 
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370  Alas !  and  Did  My  Saviour  Bieed. 


1  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed. 
And  did  my  Sovereign  die? 

Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done, 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 

Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 

When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man,  the  creature's,  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 
Whil3  his  dear  cross  appears. 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

371        Come,  Humble  Sinner.  * 

1  Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  revolve,— 

Come  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed 
And  make  this  last  resolve: 

2  "  I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

High  as  a  mountain  rose ; 
I  know  his  courts,  I'll  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea, 

Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 
But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 
And  perish  only  there. 

4  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go, 

I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  forever  die." 
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Come,  Said  Jesus. 

1  Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  path  your  choice, 

1  will  guide  you  to  your  home; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

2  Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn. 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain  ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn; 

4  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound, 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure. 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

373     As  the  Twilight  Shadows. 
X  As  the  twilight  shadows  fall, 

Let  us,  in  the  closing  day, 
Mark  the  solemn  hour  when  all 

Earthly  things  shall  fade  away. 

2  In  the  grave  to  which  we  haste, 

No  repentance  can  be  found ; 
Shall  we  then  our  moments  waste 
While  we  stand  on  trial-ground? 

3  Ere  the  coming  of  that  night, 

^  When  its  coming  who  can  say  ?) 
Let  us  do  with  all  our  might. 
Strive  and  labor,  watch  and  pray. 

4  Lord,  do  thou  thy  grace  impart; 

Penitence  and  faith  bestow  ! 
Come  and  sanctify  each  heart. 
Let  us  thy  salvation  know. 

5  That  when  waning  years  have  fled. 

And  these  scenes  have  passed  awa}'. 
Rising  witl:  the  summoned  dead, 
We  may  wake  to  endless  day. 


Gentle  Jesus. 

1  Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild. 
Look  upon  a  little  child; 
Pity  my  simplicity. 

Suffer  me  to  come  to  thee. 

2  Fain  I  would  to  thee  be  brought; 
Gracious  God,  forbid  it  not ; 
Give  me,  O  my  God,  a  place 

In  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace ! 

3  Put  thy  hands  upon  my  head, 
Let  me  in  thine  arms  be  stayed; 
Let  me  lean  upon  thy  breast, 
Lull  me  there,  O  Lord,  to  rest. 

4  Fain  I  would  be  as  thou  art ; 
Give  me  thy  obedient  heart ; 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind  ; 
Let  me  have  thy  loving  mind, 

375  Depth  of  Mercy! 

1  Depth  of  mercy  !  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  forme? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear,— 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Now  incline  me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore. 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

4  Kindled  his  relentings  are; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare  ; 
Cries,  'how  can  I  give  thee  up?' 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

5  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  his  wounds,  and   spreads  his 
God  is  love!  I  know,  I  feel;  [hands; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
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373  Gracious  Spirit,  love  divine. 

1  Gracious  Spirit,  love  divine, 
Let  thy  light  within  me  shine! 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove; 
Fill  me  with  thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  thy  pardoning  grace  to  me; 
Set  the  burdened  sinner  free  ; 
Lead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  God ; 
Wash  me  in  his  precious  blood. 

3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart; 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast, 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray ; 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine ; 
Keep  me,  Lord,  forever  thine. 


377    Hasten,  Sinner,  to  be  Wise. 

1  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  : 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise. 
Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Hasten  mercy  to  implore, 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er, 
Ere  this  evening's  course  be  run. 

3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return. 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 
Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  burn 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

4  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blest, 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest, 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

Living  Hymns,  2 — U 


l'7g  Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine. 

1  Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine. 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away, 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine. 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine; 
Long  hath  sin,  without  control, 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 

3  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine, 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 

4  Holy  Spirit,  all  divine, 

Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne, 
Reign  supreme — and  reign  alone. 


3/9    Ere  Another  Sabbath's  Close. 

1  Ere  another  Sabbath's  close, 
Ere  again  we  seek  repose. 
Lord  !  our  song  ascends  to  thee; 
At  thy  feet  we  bow  the  knee. 

2  For  the  mercies  of  the  day, 
For  this  rest  upon  our  way, 
Thanks  to  thee  alone  be  given, 
Lord  of  earth,  and  King  of  heaven' 

3  Whilst  this  thorny  pa^-*.  we  tread, 
May  thy  love  our  footsteps  lead, 
When  our  journey  here  is  past, 
May  we  rest  with  thee  at  last. 

4  Let  these  earthly  Sabbaths  prove 
Foretastes  of  our  joys  above; 
"SVhile  their  steps  thy  pilgrims  bend 
To  the  rest  which  knows  no  end. 
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380       Guide  Me,  0  Thou  Great. 

1  Guide  me,  O  tliou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land  : 
I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  might}' ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand  : 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar, 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside; 
Bear  me' through  the  swelling  current ; 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  • 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  sing  to  thee. 

381  Ho!  Ye  Needy. 

1  Ho!  Ye  needy,  coine  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  us  nigh. 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

2  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 
All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him ; 

This  he  gives  you  ; 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

3  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 

Lost  and  ruined  by  the  fall  ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all. 

Not  the  righteous, 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  all. 

4  Saints  and  angels  joined  in  concert 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb, 


While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name; 

Hallelujah  ! 
Sinners  here  may  sing  the  same. 

382       On  the  Mountain's  Top. 

1  On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 

Lo  !  the  sacred  herald  stands. 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing — 
Zion  long  in  hostile  lands  ; 

Mourning  captive ! 
God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 

2  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mourn fr.l, 

All  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved  ? 

Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 

By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  ? 

Cease  thy  mourning ; 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee. 

He  himself  appears  thy  friend  ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee. 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end  ; 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  will  quickly  send. 

4  Peace  and  joy  shall  now  attend  thee, 

All  thy  warfare  now  is  past, 
God,  thy  Saviour,  shall  defend  thee. 
Peace  and  joy  are  come  at  last ; 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 

383  May  the  Grace.  8  &  7. 

1  May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love. 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor. 
Rest  upon  us  from  above ! 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord  ; 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 
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1.  One   there  is      a  -  bove     all    oth-ers     Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend 

2.  Which  of    all  our  friends  to  save  us    Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  i 

3.  When  he  lived  on  earth,  a  -  bas-ed,  Friend  of  Sin-  ners    was     his  name 

4.  Oh,       for  grace  our  hearts  to  soft-  en 
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'  Teach  us,  Lord  !  at  length  to   love  ; 
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His     is    love     be  -  yond  a     brother's,  Cost  -  ly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 
But  this    Sa-viour   died,    to  have    us      Rec-  on-  ciled  in     him     to     God. 
Now,  a  -  bove   all        glo  -  ry     rais-  ed,     He     re  -  joi  -  ces      in     the  same. 
We     a  -  las !  for    -   get     too    oft  -  en  What    a  Friend  we  have    a  -  bove. 
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I.  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  bless-  ing,  \\  hich  before   the  cross  I  spend, — 
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Life  and  health,  and  peace  posess-ing.  From  the  sinners   dy  -  ing  Friend. 
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2  Here  I'll  sit  forever  viewing 

Mercy  stream  in  streams  of  blood ; 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

3  Truly  blessed  is  this  station, 

Low  before  his  cross  to  lie, — 

While  I  see  divine  compassion 

Floating  in  his  languid  eye. 


807 


4  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 

While  upon  the  cross  I  gaze ; 
Love  I  much?  I'm  much  forgiven,- 
I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

5  Love  and  grief  rsy  heart  dividing, 

With  my  tears  his  feet  I  bathe  ; 
Constant  still  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 
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Stsiw,  aoUcf  of  Ms  Soul. 


Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 


Joseph  P    Holbrouk 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  lov  -  er     of     my     soul.       Let   rae    to     thj'  bos  -  om  fly, 

2.  Otli  -  er   ref-  uge  have    I      none;  Hangs  my  helpless  soul     on  thee; 

3.  Wilt  thou  not    re  -  gard  my    call?   Wilt  thou  not     ac- cept  my  prayer  ? 
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While  the 

Leave,  ah  I 

Lo,      I 


near  -    er  \va-  ter> 
leave    me  not    a  ■ 
sink,       I  faint,  I 
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roll,     'S\  hile  the     tem  -  pest  still  is  high  : 

lone,      Still  sup  -  port    and  comfort  me. 

fall!        Lo,    on     thee      I     cast  my  care; 
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Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide,  Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed.  All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring; 
Reach  me    out    thy   gracious    hand !     While  I     of    thy  strength  receive. 


JL 


rii *- 


PPPB 


Safe  in  -  to  the  ha  -  ven  guide,  Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last  I 
Gov  -  er  my  defence  -  less  head  With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 
Hop-  ing    a  -  gainst  hope    I       stand,     Dy  -  ing,  and  be-  hold     I     live! 
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Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  thee  I  find : 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness; 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am. 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found. 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound  ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 
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Sir  John  Bowring 


Tune,  WATCHMAN.    78, d. 


Traveler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  heig 


ht   See     that  glo  -  ry-beam-ing  star! 


2  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Traveler,  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends  ! 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Traveler,  ages  are  its  own. 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth ! 


Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  tiight; 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wandering  cease; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home! 
Traveler,  lo!  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo!  the  Son  of  God  is  come.' 
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People  of  the  Living  God. 


1  People  of  the  living  God, 

I  have  sought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns — 

Turns,  a  fugitive  unblest ; 
Brethren,  where  your  altar  burns, 

Oh,  receive  me  into  rest. 

2  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home, 
Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave. 


Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore, 
Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine; 

Earth  can  fill  my  heart  no  more, 
Every  idol  I  resign. 

Tell  me  not  of  gain  or  loss, 

Ease,  enjoyment,  pomp  and  power; 
Welcome  poverty  and  cross. 

Shame,  reproach,  affliction's  hour. 
"  Follow  me  !  "  I  know  thy  voice! 

Jesus,  Lord  !  thy  steps  I  see  : 
Now  I  take  thy  yoke  by  choice; 

Light  thy  burden  now  on  me, 
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389  Come,  ye  that  love. 

1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Saviour's  name, 

And  joy  to  make  it  known, 
The  Sovereign  of  your  hearts  proclaim, 
And  bow  before  his  throne. 

2  Behold  yourLord,  your  Master  crowned 

With  glories  all  divine; 
And  tell  the  wondering  nations  round 
How  bright  those  glories  shine. 

3  When,  in  his  earthly  courts,  we  view 

The  glories  of  our  King, 
We  long  to  love  as  angels  do, 
And  wish  like  them  to  sing. 

4  And  shall  we  long  and  wish  in  vain? 

Lord,  teach  our  songs  to  rise: 
Thy  love  can  animate  the  strain. 
And  bid  it  reach  tlie  skies. 


390  What  glory  gilds. 

1  What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page  ! 

Majestic,  like  the  sun, 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age; 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The  power  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat; 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise ; 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

3  Lord,  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 

For  such  a  bright  display, 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

4  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 


39 1  The  Prince  of  Peace. 

1  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born, 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 
Him,  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

2  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Forevermore  adored ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counselor, 
The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

3  His  power,  increasing, still  shall  spread; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know; 
Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  above, 
And  peace  abound  below. 

4  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born, 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counselor, 
The  mighty  Lord  of  heaven. 

392  The  joyful  sound. 

1  Salvation  !  O  the  joyful  sound 

What  pleasure  to  our  ears  ! 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around, 

WHiile  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound, 

3  Salvation  !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb ! 

To  thee  the  praise  belongs  : 
Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts, 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 

393  Doxology.    CM. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore. 
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394     Through  all  the  Changing. 

[  Through  ail  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 
In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ, 
t  My  soul  shall  make  her  boast  in  him, 
And  celebrate  his  fame  ; 
Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 
With  me  exalt  his  name. 
1  The  hosts  of  &3d  encamp  around 
The  dwellings  of  the  just; 
Deliverance  he  affords  to  all 
Who  on  his  succor  trust. 
,  Oh  !  make  but  trial  of  his  love  ; 
Experience  will  will  decide 
How  biest  they  are,  and  only  they, 
Who  in  his  truth  confide. 


395  This  is  the  Day. 

X  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 

He  calls  the  hours  his  own — 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 

And  praise  surround  his  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rose  and  left  the  dead, 
And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 

To-day  the  saints  his  triumphs  spread. 
And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  anointed  King, 
To  David's  holy  Son  ! 

Help  us,  O  Lord  !  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men, 
With  messages  of  grace, 

Who  comes,  in  God  his  Father's  name, 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raise; 

The  highest  lieavens,  in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praise. 

8U 


396      Am  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Cross 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fight  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sail  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign«^ 

Increase  my  courage.  Lord  : 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  thy  word. 


397    Beneath  Moriah's  Rocky  Side. 

1  Beneath  Moriah's  rocky  side 

A  gentle  fountain  springs  : 
Silent  and  soft  its  waters  glide, 
Like-the  peace  the  Spirit  brings. 

2  The  thirsty  Arab  stoops  to  drink 

Of-the  cool  and  quiet  wave — 
And-the  thi/sty  spirit  stops  to  think. 
Of  Him  w-ho  came  to  save. 

3  Siloam  is  the  fountain's  name: 

It  means  One  sent  of  God ; 
And  thus  the  holy  Saviour's  name 
It  gently  spreads  abroad. 

4  Oh,  grant  that  I,  like  this  sweet  well. 

May  Jesus'  image  bear, 
And  spend  my  life,  my  all,  to  tell 
How  full  his  mercies  are. 
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398      How  Happy  is  the  Youth. 

1  How  happy  is  the  youth  who  hears 

Instruction's  warning  voice, 
And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice. 

2  For  she  has  treasure  greater  far 

Than  east  or  west  unfold  ; 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 
Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 

3  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread  ; 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  hoary  head. 

4  According  as  her  labors  rise, 

So  her  rewards  increase  ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
Ana  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


399     Oh,  for  a  Heart  to  Praise. 

1  Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; — 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood. 
So  freely  shed  for  me. 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne, 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone  ! 

3  Oh,  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true  and  clean  ; 
Which  neither  life,  nor  death  can  part, 
From  him  that  dwells  within; 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine, 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine  ! 
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1.  Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name.  \  Thy  kingdom  coint. 

thy  will  be  done  in  |  earth,  as-it  |  is  in  |  heaven. 

2.  Give  us  this  day  our  ]  daily  |  bread,  1  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  for- 

give I  them"^that  ]  trespass  a-  |  gainst  us. 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  1  us  from  \  evil ;  \  For  thine  is  the 

kingdom,  and  the  power  and  the    |  glory  for-  |  ever  and  ever.  !|  A-  |  men. 
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401        How  Sweet  and  Awful. 

1  How  sweet  and  awful  is  the  place, 
With  Christ  within  the  doors; 

While  everlasting  love  displays 
The   choicest  of  her  stores. 

2  While  all  our  hearts,  and  all  our  songs, 
Join  to  admire  the  feast, 

Each  of  us  cries,  with  thankful  tongues, 
"  Lord,  why  was  I  a  guest? 

3  "  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, 
And  enter  while  there's  room. 

When  thousands  make  a  wretched  choice. 
And  rather  starve  than  come. 

4  "  'Twas  the  same  love  that  spread  the 
That  sweetly  forced  me  in  ;  [feast. 

Else  we  had  still  refused  to  taste, 
And  perished  in  our  sin. 


402  How  Oft,  Alas  ! 

1  How  oft,  alas !  this  wretched  heart 

Has  wandered  from  the  Lord  ; 
How  oft  my  roving  thoughts  depart. 
Forgetful  of  his  word. 

2  Yet  sovereign  mercy  calls,  "  Return;" 

Dear  Lord,  and  may  I  come  ? 
My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn, 
bh,  take  the  wanderer  home. 

3  Almighty  grace,  thy  healing  power 

How  glorious,  how  divine, 
That  can  to  life  and  bliss  restore 
So  vile  a  heart  as  mine. 

4  Thy  pardoning  love,  so  free,  so  sweet, 

Dear  Saviour,  I  adore  ; 
Oh,  keep  me  at  thy  sacred  feet, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 


403  0  God,  Our  Help. 

1  O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

2  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood. 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  thou  art  God, 

To  endless  years  the  same. 

3  A  thousand  ages  in  thy  sight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone, 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  dawn. 

4  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 

Bears  all  its  sons  away  ; 
They  fly,  forgotten— as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

404  The  Lord  Jehovah  unto  all. 

1  The  Lord  Jehovah  unio  all 

His  goodness  doth  declare. 
And  over  all  his  mighty  works 
His  tender  mercies  are. 

2  Thy  kingdom  shall  for  ever  stand, 

Th\'  reign  through  ages  all ; 
God  raiseth  all  that  are  bowed  down, 
Upholdeth  all  that  fall. 

3  The  eyes  of  all  things  wait  on  thee, 

Thou  Giver  of  all  good  ! 
And  thou  in  season  due  dost  give 
To  every  one  his  food. 

4  My  mouth  the  praises  of  the  Lord 

To  publish  shall  not  cease ; 
Let  all  flesh  join  his  holy  name 
Forevermore  to  bless. 
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1     In    the  cross  of    Christ  I     glo  -  ry,    Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 


All  the  light  of     sa    -    cred   sto  -  ry,    Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
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2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me. 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 


4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
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1.  Peace,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark  world  of  sin  ?  The  blood  of  Jesus  whispers 

2.  Peace,  perfect  peace,  by  thronging  duties  press'd?  To  do  the  will  of  Jesus, 

3.  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surging  round  ?  On  Jesus'  bosom  naught  but 
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5  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  unknown  ? 
Jesus  we  know,  and  he  is  on  the  throne. 

6  Peace,  perfect  peace,  death  shadowing  us  and  ours? 
Jesus  has  vanquished  death  and  all  its  powers. 

7  It  is  enough  :  earth's  .struggles  soon  shall  cease, 
And  Jesus  call  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peace. 
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407         Approach,  My  Soul. 

X  Approach,  m\'  soul,  the  mercy-seat, 
Where  Jesus  answers  prayer; 
There  humbly  fall  before  his  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea, 

With  this  I  venture  nigh ; 
Thou  callest  hardened  souls  to  thee. 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  I. 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin. 

By  Satan  sorely  pressed, 
By  wars  without  and  fears  within, 
I  come  to  thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding  place, 

That,  sheltered  near  thy  cide, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  tell  him  thou  hast  died. 

5  O  wondrous  love  !  to  bleed  and  die. 

To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  name. 


408    By  Cool  Siloam's  Shady  Rill. 

1  By  cool  Siloam's  shad\'  rill 
How  sweet  the  lily  grows  ! 

How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill. 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose. 

2  Lo !  such  a  child  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod, 

Whose  sacred  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 


3  By  cool  Siloam's  shady 
The  lily  must  decay ; 
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The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

4  O  Thou  who  givest  life  and  breath. 

We  ask  thy  grace  alone. 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age  and  death, 

To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 

409  When  the  "Worn  Spirit. 

1  When  the  worn  spirit  wants  repose. 
And  sighs  her  God  to  seek, 

How  sweet  to  hail  the  evening's  close 
That  ends  the  w- eary  week ! 

2  How  sweet  to  hail  the  early  dawn 
That  opens  on  the  sight. 

When  first  the  soul-reviving  morn 
Beams  its  new  rays  of  light ! 

3  Sweet  day,  thine   hours  too  soon  will 
Yet  while  they  gently  roll,  [cease; 

Breathe,  Holy  Spirit,  source  of  peace. 
A  Sabbath  o'er  my  soul. 

4  When  will  my  pilgrimage  be  done. 
The  world's  long  week  be  o'er. 

That  Sabbath  dawn  w^hich  needs  no  sui 
That  day  which  fades  no  more? 

410  Of  Thy  love.  8,  7,  4. 

Of  thy  love  some  gracious  token 
Grant  us,  Lord,  before  we  go; 
Bless  thy  word  which  has  been  spoken, 

Life  and  peace  on  all  bestow ! 
When  we  join  the  world  again, 
Let  our  hearts  with  thee  remain; 
Oh,  direct  us 
And  protect  us. 
Till  we  gain  the  heavenly  shore. 
31.5 
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1.  I    wait-  ed     for  the  Lord,    my   God,    And     pa-  tient-  ly     did 

2.  He  took  me  from  a    fear  -    ful     pit,     And  from  the  mir  -  y 

3.  He  put     a    new  song  in       my  mouth,  Our  God    to    mag  -  ui 
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At  length  to  me  he  did     in  -  cline,  My     voice  and     cry    to       hear. 

And    on     a  rock  he  set    my    feet,    Es  -   tab    -  lish  -  ing    my      way. 

Ma  -  ny  shall  see  it,  and  shall  fear.  And     on  the     Lord  re    -    ly. 
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1.  There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest  To  mourning  wander'rs  giv'n,There  is  a  joy  for 

2.  There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls,  By  sin  and  sorrow  driv'n,When  toss'd  on  life's 
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souls  distress'd,  A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast,'Tis  found  above,  in  heav'n 
tempestuous  shoals,  Where  storms  arise  and  ocean  rolls,  And  all  is  drear  but  heav'n 
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There  fragrant  flow'rs  immortal  bloom, 

And  joys  supreme  are  given; 
There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom  j 
Beyond  the  conlSnes  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heavea- 


3  There  faith  lifts  up  the  tearless  eye, 

To  brighter  prospects  given ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by, 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 
And  all  serene  in  heaven. 
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But  sweeter    far     thy    face    to 
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see,   And     in  thy  pres-euce  rest. 


2  Xo  voice  can  sinsz,  no  heart  can  frame. 

Xor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Jesus'  name. 
Tlie  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 

O  Joy  of  all  the  meek. 
To  those  who  ask.  how  kind  thou  art  1 
HoTT  o;ood,  to  those  who  seek ! 


4  Eat  what  to  those  who  find?  Ah,  this 
Xor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show : 

Th.e  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
Xone  but  his  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  thou, 

A=;  thou  our  prize  wilt  be; 
In  thee  be  all  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity. 


414  Calm  me,  my  God. 

1  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm  : 
Let  thine  outstretched  wing 

Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm, 
Be-side  her  desert  spring. 

2  Yes,  keep  me  calm,  thongh  loud  and 
The  sounds  my  ear  that  greet — [rude 

Calm  in  the  closet's  solitude, 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street, — 

3  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health,    j 
Calm  in  the  hour  of  pain : 

Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth, 
Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain, — 

4  Calm  in  the  sufierance  of  wrong, 
Like  him  who  bore  my  shame ; 

Calm   'mid   the    threatening,   taunting 
Who  hate  thy  holy  name.       [throng, 

5  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  thy  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 

415  Oh  for  a  Closer  "Walk  with  God. 

I  Oh  for  a  closer  walk  with  God ! 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame ! 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


2  Return !  O  holy-Dove,  return. 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

3  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

^Yhate'er  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  thee. 

4  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God  • 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame  ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

416  How  Blest  the  Man. 

1  How  blest  the  man  whosesinstheLord 

Has  pardoned  in  his  grace, 
All  whose  transgressions  are  removed, 
And  covered  from  his  face. 

2  How  blest  the  man  to  whom  the  Lord 

Impnteth  not  his  sin  ; 
And  in  whose  spirit  is  no  guile, 
Xor  fraud  is  found  therein. 

3  Surely,  when  floods  and  waters  great 

Do  swell  up  to  the  brim. 
They  .shall  not  overwhelm  his  soul, 
Nor  once  come  near  to  him. 
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41  i     I  was  a  Wandering  Sheep. 

1  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  did  net  love  the  fold, 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  would  not  be  controlled ; 
I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  mv  home, 
I  did  not  love  mv  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  roam. 

•■J  The  Shepherd  songht  his  sheep. 

Tlie  Father  sought  his  child ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild ; 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love. 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is. 

'Twas  he  that  loved  my  soul, 
Twas  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood. 

Twas  he  that  made  me  whole ; 
Twas  he  that  songht  the  lost, 

That  tound  the  wandering  sheep, 
Twas  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold — 

Tis  he  that  still  doth  keep. 

418    Jesns,  my  Strength,  my  Hope ! 

1  Jesus,  ray  strength,  my  hope! 
On  thee  I  cast  my  care ; 


'0^   I      V^ 
"With  humble  confidence  look  up. 

And  know  thou  hear'st  my  prayer; 
Give  me  on  thee  to  wait. 

Till  I  can  all  things  do; 
On  thee, — almighty  to  create, 

Almighty  to  renew. 

"2  I  rest  upon  thy  word ; 

The  promise  is  for  me; 
^ly  succor  and  salvation.  Lord, 

Shall  surely  come 
But  let  me  still  abide, 

Xor  from  my  hope  remove, 
Till  thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 

Into  thy  perfect  love. 

3  I  want  a  sober  mind, 

A  self-renouncing  will, 
That  tramples  down  and  casts  behind, 

The  baits  of  pleasing  ill ; 
A  soul  inured  to  pain. 

To  hardship,  grief,  and  loss; 
Bold  to  take  up.  firm  to  sustain, 

The  consecrated  cross, 

4  I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick  discerning  eye, 
That  looks  to  thee  when  sin  is  neaTj 

And  sees  the  tempter  fly; 
A  spirit  still  prepared. 

And  armed  with  jealous  care; 
Forever  standing  on  its  guard. 

And  watching  unto  prayer. 
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Tune,  OLIVES'  BROW.     L.  M. 


1.  Tis  miduigbt;  and  on  Olives'  brow  The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone 

2,  'Tis  midnight ;  and  from  all  removed.  The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears 
o.  'Tis  midnight ;  and  for  oth-  ers'  guilt  The  Man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood 
4.  Tis  midniirht:  and  from  ether-plains- Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know 


'Tis  midnight :  in  the  gar-  den,  now.  The  suff  ring  Saviour  prays  a  -  lone. 
E'en   that  disciple  whom  he  loved  Heeds  not  his  Masters  grief  and  tears. 

Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt   Is     not     forsaken      by     his   God. 
Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains  That  sweetlv  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 
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At  the  Lamb's  High  Feast. 
Tune,  Litany. 

1  At  the  Lamb's  high  feast  we  sing 
Praise  to  our  victorious  King, 
Who  hath  washed  us  in  the  tide 
Flowing  from  his  pierced  side  ; 
Praise  we  him  whose  love  divine 
Gives  his  sacred  blood  for  wine, 
Gives  his  body  for  the  feast, 
Christ  the  Victim.  Christ  the  Priest. 

2  Where  the  paschal  blood  is  poured, 
Death's  dark  angel  sheathes  his  sword  ; 
Israel's  hosts  triumphant  go 
Through  the  wave  that  drowns  the  foe. 
Praise  we  Christ,  whose  blood  we  shed, 
Paschal  Victim,  paschal  Bread; 

With  sincerity  and  love 
Eat  we  manna  from  above. 

3  Mighty  Victim  from  the  sky  ! 
Hell's  fierce  powers  beneath  thee  lie  ; 
Thou  hast  conquered  in  the  fight, 
Thou  hast  brought  us  life  and  light; 
Hymns  of  glory  and  of  praise, 
Risen  Lord  I  to  thee  we  raise ; 
Holy  Father  !  praise  to  thee 

With  the  Spirit  ever  be. 
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2i         Father,  a  Weary  Heart. 

Tune,  Lebanon. 
Father,  a  weary  heart 

Haih  come  to  thee  for  peace  ; 
The  world  hath  not  the  healing  art 

To  bid  its  troubles  cease  ; 
It  brings  before  thy  throne 

Its  weight  of  woe  and  care  ; 
Do  thou  accept  its  pleading  tone — 

The  contrite  sinner's  prayer. 
Father— it  hath  rebelled. 

Hath  wandered  from  th\-  path, 
Nor  heeded  when  the  thunder  swelled 

The  tempest  of  thy  wrath  ; 
But  now,  a  bruised  thing, 

Neglected,  pale,  and  bare, 
Lo.  at  thy  footstool  it  doth  bring 

The  contrite  sinner's  prayer. 
Father,  it  bends  before 

Thy  throne  among  the  blest ; 
Peace  to  the  wretched  heart  restore, 

Give  to  the  weary  rest  : 
Through  Christ's  atonement  given. 

It  trusteth  yet  to  share 
The  glorious  heritage  of  heaven, 

By  lowly,  contrite  prayer. 
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422  My  Soul,  Eepeat  His  Praise. 

1  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise, 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great; 

Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread. 

So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
C':r  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

3  His  power  subdues  our  sins, 
And  his  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

4  The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  who  fear  his  name. 

Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

423  Jesus,  Who  Knows  Full  Well. 

1  Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 
The  heart  of  every  saint. 

Invites  us  all  our  griefs  to  tell, 
To  pray  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  his  gracious  ear, 
We  never  plead  in  vain : 

Yet  we  must  wait  till  he  appear. 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Though  unbelief  suggest. 
Why  should  we  longer  wait? 

He  bids  us  never  give  him  rest. 
But  be  importunate. 

4  Jesus  the  Lord  will  hear 
His  chosen,  when  they  cry  ; 

Yes,  though  he  may  awhile  forbear, 
He'll  help  thera  from  on  high. 
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424  Welcome,  Sweet  Day  of  Best. 

1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise, 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast. 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near. 
And  feasts  his  saints  to-day ; 

Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  him  here;^ 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray, 

3  One  day  amidst  the  place 
Where  my  dear  God  hath  been. 

Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasurable  sin. 

3  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this. 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 

To  everlasting  bliss. 

425  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Come 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come. 

Let  thy  bright  beams  arise; 
Dispel  the  darkness  from  our  minds, 
And  open  thou  our  eyes. 

2  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

3  'Tis  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctifiy  the  soul. 
To  pour  fresh  life  on  every  part. 
And  new  create  the  whole. 

4  Dwell,  therefore,  in  our  hearts, 

Our  minds  from  bondage  free  ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love 
The  Father,  Son  and  Thee. 
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Could  give  the  .^uilt  -  y  conscience  peace,  Or    wash   a  -  way     the    stain. 
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2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away  ; 

A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 

While,  like  a  penitent,  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 


4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
Tiie  burdens  thou  didst  bear. 

When  hanging  on  the  accursed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove  ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb, with  cheerful  voice. 
And  sing  his  bleeding  love. 
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427  Come,  We  that  Love  the  Lord. 


1  Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known  ; 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  acccrd, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below  : 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow, 

3  The  hill  of  Sion  j-ields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets. 

Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 

Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

4  Then  let  our  songs  abound. 

And  every  tear  be  dry  ;  ground 

We're    marching    through     Inmianuel's 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 
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My  Soul,  be  on  Thy  Guard. 

1  I\Iy  soul,  be  on  thy  guard, 
Ten  thousand  foes  arise. 

And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray, 
The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er, 

Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  diviac  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 
Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down  ; 

riiine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  hast  got  the  crown. 

Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God  : 

He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  his  blest  abode 
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429  I  Heard  the  Voice  of  Jesus  say. 
I  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

Come  unto  me  and  rest, — 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast: 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad : 
I  found  in  him  a  resting  place, 

And  he  has  made  me  glad. 

a  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

I  am  this  dark  world's  light, — 
I-X)ok  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright : 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  traveling  days  are  done. 

430  Jemsalem,  my  Happy  Home. 

1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

Name  ever  dear  to  me, 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee? 
Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God  I 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend? 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end. 

2  There    happier    bowers    than    Eden's 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know ;       [bloom, 
Blest  seats !  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes 

I  onward  press  to  you. 
Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

3  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  join  the  glorious  band. 
Jerusalem,  my  happy  home. 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 
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431  There  is  a  Land  of  Pure  Delight. 

1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 

Where  saints  immortal  reign; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

2  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

While  Jordan  rolled  between. 
But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  shivering  on  the  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

3  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 

With  unbeclouded  eyes: 
Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er,    [flood, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

432  Whilst  Thee  1  seek. 

1  Whilst  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power F 

Be  niN'  vain  wishes  stilled. 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour 

With  better  hopes  be  filled. 
Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed. 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar  • 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed. 

That  mercy  I  adore. 

2  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see; 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  most  dear, 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 
In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days. 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise. 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 
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1.  When  morniuyipldstheskiep,  My  heart  awaking  cries,  May  Jesus  Christ  be  piaisd  I 

2.  Does  sadness  fill  my  mind  ?  A  solace  here  I  find,  May  Jesus  Christ  be  prais  »i! 

3.  The  nijihtbecomesasday.  When  from  the  heart  wesay,  May  JesusCh  list  be  prais'd! 

4.  In  heaven's  eternal  bliss  The  lovliest  strain  is  this.  Let  Jesus  Christ  be  praisdl 


Alike  at  work  and  pray'r,     To  Jesus  I  repair;    May  Jesus  Christ  beprais'dl 
Or  fades  my  earthly  bliss  ?  My  comfort  still  is  this.  May  Jtsus  Christ  be  prais'dl 
The  pow'rs  of  darkness  fear  When  this  sweet  chant  they  bear,  May  Jesus  Christ,  etc. 
Let  earth  and  sea,  and  sky.  From  depth  to  height  reply,  May  Jesus  Chri.st,  etc. 
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1.  The  King  of  love  my 

2.  Where  streams  of  living 
8.  Perverse  and  fool  -  ish 
4.     In  death's  dark  vale  I 


Shepherd  is,  Whose  goodness  faileth  nev  -  er; 
wa  -  ter  flow,  My    ransomed  soul  he  lead-  eth, 
oft  I  strayed,  But  yet     in  love  he  sought  me, 

fear   no    ill    With  thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me; 
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I    noth-  ing  lack  if     I      am   his    And    he       is   mine  for-  ev    -    er. 
And  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow,  With  food  ce  -  les  -  tial  feed  -  eth. 
And   on    his   shoulder  gen- tly  laid.  And  home,  re- joicing,  brought  me. 
j  Thy  rod  and  staff  my  com-  fort  still.  Thy  cross   be-  fore    to   guide    me. 
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5  Thou  spread'st  a  table  in  my  sight, 
Thy  unction  grace  bestoweth  ; 
And  oh,  what  transport  of  delight 
From  thy  pure  chalioe  floweth  ! 


6  And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days. 
Thy  goodness  faileth  never; 
Good  Shepherd,  may  I  sing  thy  praise 
Within  thy  house  forever! 
383 
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-rOD      I  Love  to  Steal  Awhile  Away 

1  I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 

From  every  cumbering  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

2  I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  ali  his  promises  to  plead. 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

t  Move  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore. 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  1  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven; 
The  prospect  does  my  strength  renew 
While  here  by  tempests  drivm. 


5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er. 
May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour. 
And  lead  to  endless  day. 

43  i     See  Israel's  Gentle  Shepherd. 

1  See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand 

With  all-engaging  charms! 
Hark   how  he  calls  the  tender  lambs 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms ! 

2  "  Permit  them  to  approach."  he  cries, 

■'  Nor  scorn  their  humble  name. 
For  'twas  to  bless  such  souls  as  these 
The  Lord  of  angels  came." 

3  We  bringthem. Lord. in  thankful  hands 

And  yield  thtin  up  to  thee; 
Joyiul  that  we  ourselves  are  thine, — 
Thine  let  our  offspring  'be. 
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2  Unnumbered  comforts  on  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

3  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran.  ^ 

Thine  arm.  unsren.  conveyed  me  safe,  j 

And  led  me  up  to  man.  i 
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Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue, 
And  after  death  in  distant  worlds 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 
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care. 


My  life,  my  friends,  my  soul  I  leave      En-tire-  ly     to      thy 


2  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 

Whatever  they  may  be; 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright. 
As  best  may  seem  to  thee. 

3  "  My  times  are  w  thy  hand ;" 

Why  should  I  doubt  or  fear  ^ 
My  father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 


4  "  My  times  are  m  thy  hand,'* 

Jesus,  the  crucified' 
The  hand  my  cruel  sins  had  pierced 
Is  now  my  guard  and  guide. 

5  "  My  times  are  in  thj  hand;'* 

I'll  always  trust  in  thee; 
And,  after  death,  at  thy  right  hand 
I  shall  forever  be. 


441    0  Lord,  Thy  Perfect  Word 

1  O  Lord,  thy  perfect  word 

Directs  our  steps  aright. 
Nor  can  all  other  books  afford 
Such  profit  and  delight 

2  Celestial  beams  it  sheds, 

To  cheer  this  vale  below  : 
To  distant  lands  its  glory  spreads, 
And  streams  of  mercy  flow. 

3  True  wisdom  it  imparts, 

Commands  our  hope  and  fear; 
Oh,  may  we  hide  it  in  our  hearts. 
And  feel  its  influence  there. 


442        Not  what  I  feel  or  do 

1  Not  what  I  leei  oi  do 

Can  give  me  peace  with  God ; 
Not  all  my  prayers, and  sighs, and  tears 
Can  bear  my  awful  load. 

2  Thy  woric  alone,  O  Christ. 

Can  ease  this  weight  of  sin  , 
Thy  blood  alone,  O  Lamb  of  God, 
Can  give  me  peace  within. 

'Tis  Christ  who  saveth  me ; 

And  freely  pardon  gives; 
I  love  because  he  loveth  me, 

I  live  because  he  lives. 
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443  Blest  be  the  Tie  that  Binds. 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain  ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

444  How  Gentle  God's  Commands  I 

1  How  gentle  God's  commands  ! 

How  kind  his  precepts  are  ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2  His  bounty  will  provide, 

His  saints  securely  dwell ; 
That  hand  which  bears  creation  up, 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 

Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 
Oh,  seek  your  heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  peace  and  comfort  find  ! 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 

Unchanged  from  day  to  day; 
I'll  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 


445    Sow  in  the  Morn  thy  Seed. 

Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed ; 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand  ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed, 

Broadcast  it  o'er  tiie  lauiJ. 

2  Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown  ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 
When  and  wherever  strown. 

3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain ; 

Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky, 

4  Then,  when  the  glorious  end, 

The  day  of  God,  shall  come, 
The  angel  reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  shout,  "Harvest  home! ' 


446    Did  Christ  o'er  Sinners  weep. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep. 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The  wondering  angels  see  ! 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul; 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep; 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear: 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 
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2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  name!  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place; 
My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace ! 


'Ill 

4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring ! 

5  I  would  thy  boundless  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath ; 

So  shall  the  music  of  thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


448    0  that  the  Lord  would  Guide. 

1  O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  way 

To  keep  his  statutes  still ! 
Oh  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  his  will ! 

2  Oh,  send  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  hesrt; 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit. 
Nor  act  the  liar's  parr. 

3  Order  my  footsteps  by  thy  word. 

And  make  my  heart  sincere: 
Let  sin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

4  My  soul  hath  gone  too  far  astray, 

My  feet  too  often  slip; 
Yet,  since  I've  not  forgot  thy  way, 
Restore  thy  wandering  sheep. 

5  Make  me  lo  walk  in  thy  commands, 

'Tis  a  delightful  road  ; 
Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hands 
Offend  against  my  God. 
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Plunged  in  a  Gulf. 


I  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair. 
We  wretched  sinners  lay, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope. 
Or  spark  of  glimmering  day. 


2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  grace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief; 
He  saw,  and — oh,  amazing  love  !- 
He  ran  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above. 

With  joyful  haste  he  fled. 
Entered  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh, 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  Oh  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break, 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Saviour's  praises  speak. 

450  The  Saviour  Calls ;  let  every  Ear. 

1  The  Saviour  calls;  let  every  ear 

Attend  the  heavenly  sound ; 
Ye  doubting  souls,  dismiss  your  fear, 
Hope  smiles  reviving  round. 

2  For  every  thirsty,  longing  heart. 

Here  streams  of  bounty  flow, 
And  life,  and  health,  and  bliss  impart 
To  banish  mortal  woe. 

3  Ye  sinners,  come,  'tis  mercy's  voice ; 

The  gracious  call  obey ; 
Mercy  invites  to  heavenly  joys, — 
And  can  you  yet  delay? 

4  Dear  Saviour,  draw  reluctant  hearts; 

To  thee  let  sinners  fly, 
And  take  the  bliss  that  love  imparts, 
And  drink,  and  never  die. 
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All  my  days,  and  all  my  hours ;  hours. 
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3  Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 
I've  lost  sight  of  all  besides; 
8o  enchained  my  spirit's  vision, 
Looking  at  the  Crucified. 
lirAll  for  Jesus!  all  for  Jesus! 
Looking  at  the  Crucified.  :il 


i^    i^    1>  in^ 
Oh,  what  wonder!  how  amazing! 

Jesus,  glorious  King  of  kings — 
Deigns  to  call  me  his  beloved, 

Let«  me  rest  beneath  his  wings. 

||:A11  for  Jesus!  all  for  Jesus! 

Kesting  now  beneath  his  wings ! : 


452   Sitting  at  the  Feet  of  Jesus. 

1  Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

Oh,  what  words  I  hear  him  say! 
Happy  place !  so  near,  so  precious ! 

May  it  find  me  there  each  day ! 
Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

I  would  look  upon  the  past ; 
For  his  love  has  been  so  gracious, 

It  has  won  my  heart  at  last. 

2  Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

Where  can  mortal  be  more  blest? 
There  I  lay  my  sins  and  sorrows. 

And,  when  weary,  find  sweet  rest. 
Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

There  I  love  to  weep  and  pray, 
While  I  from  his  fulness  gather 

Grace  and  comfort  every  day. 

3  Bless  me,  O  my  Saviour!  bless  me, 
,     As  I  sit  low  at  thy  feet ; 

Oh !  look  down  in  love  upon  me ; 

Let  me  see  thy  face  so  sweet. 
Give  me.  Lord,  the  mind  of  Jesus ; 

Make  me  holy  as  he  is : 
May  I  prove  I've  been  with  Jesus, 

Who  is  all  my  righteousness ! 


453  While  in  Different  Paths  Dividing. 

1  While  in  different  paths  dividing, 

We  our  pilgrimage  pursue, 
May  our  Shepherd,  safelj'  guiding, 

Keep  his  scattered  flock  in  view ! 
May  the  bond  of  blest  communion 

Every  distant  soul  embrace, 
Till  in  everlasting  union, 

We  attain  our  resting  place. 

2  Oh,  'tis  sweet,  each  other  aiding, 

In  companionship  to  move, 
One  pure  flame  each  heart  pervading 

One,  our  Lord,  our  faith,  our  love : 
Sweet  when  each  can  bend,  implorin|i 

Solace  for  our  brother's  pain. 
And,  the  stumbling  foot  restoring. 

Cheer  him  to  the  race  again. 

3  We  may  part  in  tearful  sadness. 

Bearing  forth  the  precious  grain. 
But  we  shall  return  with  gladness, 

Bringing  harvest  sheaves  again. 
Thus,  though  fond  affection  weepeth, 

Faith  exalts  her  cheering  voice ; 
He  that  soweth,  he  that  reapeth, 

Soon  together  shall  rejoice. 
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45401  Him  Who  Did  Salvation  Bring, 


I  Of  him  who  did  salvation  bring, 
I  could  forever  think  and  sing ; 
Arise,  ye  needy, — he'll  relieve ; 
prise,  ye  guilty, — he'll  forgive. 

S  Ask  but  his  grace,  and  lo,  'tis  given ; 
Ask,  and  he  turns  your  hell  to  heaven : 
Though  sin  and  sorrow  wound  niy  soul, 
Jesus,  thy  balm  will  make  it  whole. 

3  To  shame  our  sins  he  blushed  in  blood ;  i 
He  closed  his  eyes  to  show  us  God : 
Let  all  the  world  fall  down  and  know  j 
That  none  but  God  such  love  can  show. 

4  'Tifl  thee  I  love,  for  thee  alone 
I  shed  my  tears  and  make  my  moan ; 
Where'er  I  am.  where'er  I  move, 
I  meet  the  object  of  my  love. 

5  Insatiate  to  this  spring  I  fly ; 
I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry  : 
Ah  1  who  against  thy  charms  is  proof? 
Ah  I  who  that  loves,  can  love  enough  ? 

455  So  Let  Our  Lips  and  Lives  Express. 

1  So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess  ; 
So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God, 
When  his  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

3  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up, 
While  we  expect  that  blessed  hope. 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 
And  faith  stands  leaning  on  his  word. 


456  Another  Six  Day's  "Work  is  Done, 

1  Another  six  days'  work  is  done, 
Another  sabbath  is  begun ; 
Return,  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest. 
Improve  the  day  thy  God  hath  blest 

2  Oh  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies,  [rise 
And  draw  from  heaven  that  sweet  repose, 
Which  none  but  he  that  feels  it  knows. 

3  This  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast 
Is  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  rest, 

j      Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains, 
I      The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

!  4  In  holy  duties  let  the  day, 
i       In  holy  pleasures  pass  away  ; 

How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus  to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end! 

457  Thine  Earthly  Sabbaths. 

1  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above  ; 
To  that  our  longing  souls  aspire, 
With  ardent  love  and  strong  desire- 

2  In  thy  blest  kingdom  we  shall  be 
From  every  mortal  trouble  free  ; 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songg 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 

3  Oh,  long  expected  day,  begin, 
Dawn  on  this  w'orld  of  v^'oe  and  sin  ; 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road. 
A.nd  sleep  in  death,  and  rest  in  God. 

Doxology. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  three  in  one, 
Be  honor,  praise  and  glory  given. 
By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven. 


330 


458  ^  Sag  fWj?  Sins  on  Sesus. 

H.  BoNAR.  D.  D.  Tune,  ANGELUS.  7S,  68. 
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2^f=f-^— ^— -^^=^t^^ 1- 

-^ ^-:^ 

PPi 


t^ 


^ 


^ 


White     in       his  blood  most  pre  -   cious,  Till     not 


stain     re  -  mains. 


2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus; 

All  fulness  dwells  in  him; 
He  healeth  my  diseases ; 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine  ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  his  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ  the  Lord; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Father's  holy  child 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  his  praises, 

And  learn  the  angels'  song. 
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I  Could  Not  do  Without  Thee. 

1  I  could  not  do  without  thee, 

0  Saviour  of  the  Lost ! 

Whose  precious  blood  redeemed  me 
At  such  tremendous  cost. 

My  righteousness,  my  pardon. 
Thy  precious  blood  must  be 

My  only  hope  and  comfort, 
My  glo'  y  and  my  plea, 

2  I  could  not  do  without  thee, 

1  cannot  stand  alone ; 

I  have  no  strength  or  goodness 

No  wisdom  of  my  own  ; 
But  thou,  beloved  Saviour, 

Art  aU  in  all  to  me ; 
And  weakness  will  be  power, 

If  leaning  hard  on  thee. 

2  I  could  not  do  without  thee, 

For  oh  !  the  way  is  long, 
And  I  am  often  weary, 

And  sigh  replaces  song. 
How  could  I  do  without  thee? 

I  do  not  know  the  way  ; 
Thou  knowest  and  thou  leadest. 

And  wilt  not  let  me  stray. 
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m  tot  /8?our  of  ®f(al. 

"  1  have  prayed  for  thee  that  thy  faith  fail  not." 


James  Montgomery. 


Spencer  Lanb. 


tJ!^ITT[:3z5fa-^=l-tfgEg^[: 


In  the  hour  of    tri  -  al,     Je-siis,  plead  forme  ;     Lest  hv  base  de-ni  -  al 
With  forl)iddeu  pleasures  Would  this  vain  world  charm ;  Or  its  sordid  treasures 
Should  Thy  mercy  send  me  Sorrow,  toil,  and  A\'oe ;  Or  should  pain  attend  me 
When  my  last  hour  cometh,  Fraught  with  strife  and  pain,  When  my  dust  retumeth 

j — I — \ — I'-^i — r-=h — I — r-f-^- —  i — ^— I — Pr-r-^ 


m 


tell? 


4—1- 


I 


^  -*— g-^ 


m^ 


I     depart  from  Thee, 
Spread  to  work  me  harm : 
On  my  path  be  -  low: 
To  the  dust  a  -  gain ; 


m 


m^ 
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r 

When  Thou  see' st  me  waver,  With   a    look    re- 
Bring  to  my  remembrance     Sad   Geth-sem-a  - 
Grant  that  I  may  nev  -  er       Fail  Thy  hand  to 
On  Thy  truth  re-  ly  -  ing,  Through  that  mortal 


#-  -p^      -^    ..—    -^    .#- 


1        I  I 

Xor    for    fear   or      fa  -  vor       Suf-fermeto   fall. 
Or,     in  dark-  er  semblance,  Cross-crowned  Calvary. 
Grant  that  I     may    ev  -  er     Cast  my  care  on  Thee. 
Je  -  sus,  take  me,    dy-  in<>-.     To   e-  ter-  nal  life. 


its 


t=t 


A~  men, 


Tune,  LOVING-KINDNESS. 


L.M. 


1.  Awake,  my  soul,  to     joyful  lays.  And  .sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 

2.  He  saw  me  ru  -  iued     in  the  fall,  Yet  loved  me  not  -  withstanding  all; 


.±1 


g^ 


^ia)ufxt,  $&yt  Soul.— CONCLUDED. 


He   just-  ly  claims  a  song  from  me,  His    lov  -  ing-kind-  ness,  oh,  how  free ! 


^m 


He  saved  me  from  my  lost  e-  state 
■^       ^    -g-    -f;      4L     4L    4t-    -^ 


His    lov  -  ing-kind-  ness,  oh,  how  great 


um 


'f^-^ 
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^ 


1^ 
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Lov-  ing-kindness,  lov-  ing-kindness,  His  lov  -  ing-kind-  ness,  oh,  how  free ! 
Lov-  ing-kindness,  lov-  ing-kindness.  His  lov  -  ing-kind-  ness,  oh,  how  great! 


m 


^ 


41. 


£=-^ 
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W=^ 
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3  Though  num'rous  hosts  of  mighty  foes. 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along, 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong ! 


^  I 

4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick,  and  thundered  loud. 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood, 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good ! 
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Ray  Palmer 


^fi  iFa(tt)  aoofes  saji  to  Wdtt. 


Mason. 


My  faith  looks  up  to  thee. 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away ; 
Oh,  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine ! 
May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  ray  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ! 


As  thou  hast  died  for  me. 

Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 

Pure,  warm,  amd  changeless  be — 

A  living  lire! 
While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 
When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour !  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above— 

A  ransomed  soul  1 


333 


463 


ntHH,  minxuvi  Etsot 


John  H.  Newman. 


John  B.  DykeS. 


' 


1.  Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  th  'encircling  gloom,  Lead  thou  me  on ;  The  night  is 

2.  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  pray'd  that  thou  Shouldst  lead  me  on  ;     I  lov'd  to 

3.  So  long  thy  pow'r  hath  bless'd  me,  sure  it  still  Will  lead  me  on  O'er  moor  and 


'~f-r\ f— #-#-r*->- 


^  #.  ^ 


::^-g3z.-^irgV--*=--t 


dark,  and  I  am  tar  from  home,  Lead  thou  me  on.     Keep  thou  my  feet;   I 
choose  and  see  my  path ;  but  now  Lead  thou  me  on.         I  loved  the    gar  -  ish 
fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till      The  night  is  gone,  And  with  the  morn  those 


'-r^r^^''i=^¥''^ 


.1   1 


•~4r 


do  not  ask   to       see        The  distant  scene ;  one  step  enough  for    me. 

day,  and,  spite  of  fears,     Pride  ruled  my  will :  remember  not  past  years. 

an-  gel  fac  -  es    smile,  Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile. 
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164        s;Oe  Sow  of  (ffiotr  Offoes  iFovtft. 

Rbginald  Hebek.  Dr   H.  S.  Cutlek. 

-l2^ ,^ ■^■j—.^.-H— ^^4— J- J— k-   I  -  I      I .  -J — t^ 


I     \.  The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war,  A  kingly  crown  to  gain :  His  blood-red  banner 
j    2.  The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye  Who  saw  his  Master 

Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave, 
3.  A  noble  army,  men  and  boys,  The  matron  and  the  maid,  Around  the  Saviours 
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Ei)t  Son  of  (Soa  <5oro  iFortt). 


■CONCLUDED. 


— HI      -      ^1  h] H-4-^ — .    n    — ^-^ ^^^^ —  ] 

streams  afar,  Who  follows  iu  histraiu  ?  Who  best  can  diiok  iiis  cup  of  woe.  Tri- 

in  the  sky,  And  calTd  on  him  to  save :  Like  him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue.  In 

throne rejoice.Inrobesoflightarrayed: They  clinib'dthesteepascent  ofheav'n  Thro' 

.^  .^  "       M-      M-      M.     M-      ^    u  ^        ^ 


-^^ 


i L^ ^1 , 1-#-^— * 1 1- 


::-2: 


nmphaut  over  pain;  Who  patient  bears  his  cross  below.  He  follows  in  his  train, 
midst  ofmortalpain,Hepray'dforthemthatdidthe  wrong;  Whofollowsin  his  train  ? 
peril,  toil  and  pain:  O  God,  to  lis  may  grace  be  giv'n  To  follow  in  their  train! 


J?l!2#- 


^-# 


I! 
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H  am  ©omtnfl  to  ttie  etosfl. 


Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 


John  vi.  37. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 

^ 


By  per. 


3: 


^3 


^ 


ifzizi:^ 


1.  I     am  com  -  ing    to    the  cross ;     I    am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  thee,  Long  has    e   -   vil  reigned  within; 

3.  Here    I    give     my    all     to  thee,  Friends,  and  time,  and  earthly  store ; 


Cho. 


am  trust  -  ing, 

-J ^ 


Lord, 


m 


m 


thee.      Blest  Lamb      of    Cal  -  va 


B.C. 


5: 


X-- 


^IT 


9 9—' 9 p—^-Z? — 

I     am  count  -  ing    all   but  dross, 

Je  -  sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to   me.— 

Soul  and    bo   -    dv  thine    to    be. — 


shall  full 


-^ 


I   shall  full      sal  -  va  -  tion  find. 
"I    will  cleanse  you  from  all   sin." 
Whol-ly  thine     for     ev  -  er-more. 


>/ — i 

Humbly     at      thy  cross     I   bo^ 

In  thy  promises  I  trust, 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied  : 

I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 


21 


I 


Save 


me. 


Je  -  sus,  save  me  now. 

5  Jesus  comes!  he  fills  my  soul! 
Perfected  in  him  I  am; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole : 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb. 
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466     eonu  unto  2Wt  Vijftcn  SI)a9ot)fir. 


P± 


:± 
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1.  Come  un-  to  me  when  shadows  darkly  gather,  When  the  sad  heart  is 

D.8. — Come  un-  to   me.  and 


-a^  •*■  -r  ■*■  -^ 

weary  and  distressed,  Seekiujj;  for  comfort  Irom  your  heav'nly  Father; 
I  will  give  you  rest. 


4i_l* 0 0 •_^_._^_i2 « •_, ,  (Sf* Si?— r  * • ^ ^— r^ ^ -.-, 

5 ^_f__^__^3:__J____,____c^___^^^^_^z±_t:f_^_ja 


2  Large  are  the  mansions  in  thy  Father's 
dwelling,  [dim ; 

Glad  are  the  homes  that  sorrows  never 
Sweet  are  the  harps  in  holy  music  swell- 
ing, [euly  hymn. 
Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heav- 


3  There,  like  an  Eden  blossoming   iu 
gladness,  [rudely  pressed  : 

Bloom  the  fair  flowers  the  earth  too 
Come  unto  me,  all  ye  who  droop  in  sad- 
ness, [rest. 
Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you 


467 

F.  W.  Faber 


^ — tf L^_i — 0 0 0 — L^_  1 — 0 0 0. 


J.  Barnby. 


1.  O    Par  -  a  -  dise,    O  Par  -  a  -  dise.  Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest? 

2.  O    Par  -  a  -  dise,    O  Par  -  a  -  dise,  The  world  is    growing   old; 

3.  O    Par  -  a  -  dise,    O  Par  -  a  -  dise,     I      want  to    sin    no  more, 

4.  Lord  Je  -  sus,  King  of  Par  -  a  -  dise,    Oh,  keep  me     in    thy  love. 


-C: 


:] 


bed: 


mw^mm^^^^mmm\ 


Who  would  not  seek 
W^ho  would  not   be 
I      want     to     be 
And  guide  me     to 


m 


-^-'-^-^ 


the     hap  -  py  laud  Where  they  that  loved  are  blest ; 
at      rest    and  free  Where  love  is       never      cold  ; 
as     pure      on  earth    As      on    thy  spotless  shore ; 
that    hap  -  py  land     Of      perfect   rest    a  -  bove. 


i:-- 


P 
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^a  raij  t0t*— CONCLUDED. 


Where  loy  -  al  hearts  aud  true  Stand    ev  -   er        in      the    light, 

Where      loy     -    -     -     -     al       hearts  and    true 


g^ 


«r— =•=! 


If 


■-i^=f^ 


i 


^— C  ^ 0 ^ 0—^-, g 0 0~ 


All 


PW^ii 


I  I 

rapture,    thro'   and   thro',    In   God's  most     ho 


=1= 


ly      sioht? 


n 


t=t: 


iE^; 


(5?- 
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MU  ^vnim  to  ^Tl^ee. 
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Thomas  Ken. 


Thomas  Tallis. 


I— J- 


i^ii 


1.  All  praise  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night,  For  all   the  blessings  of  the  light; 

2.  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  thy     dear  Son,  The   ill   that  I  this  day  have  done; 

3.  Oh,  may  my  soul  on  thee  repose,  And  with  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close; 


W^ 


tEEE; 


1    I 


i 


■T^^- 


t=1!:^: 


^ 


^— :ti--t 


i 


m 


0-jt 
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0-^^^^ 


Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me.  King  of  kings.  Beneath  thy  own  al  -  migl 
That  with  the  world,  myself  and  thee,  I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace 
Sleep  that  may  me  more  vig'rous  make  To  serve  my  God    when    I 

^^  

t— r=F— r=t^— *— h— f— =tF. 
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ity  wings, 
may  be. 
awake. 

,01 


ii 


4  When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie. 
My  soul  with  heavenly  tho'ts  supply; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest. 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 


5  Oh,  when  shall  I  in  endless  day 
For  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away. 
And  hymns  with  the  supernal  choir 
Incessant  sing,  and  never  tire! 


Limng  Bymns,  2— W 
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mn  saovD  mc  ^art. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


4=5: 


J.  Howard  Entwislb, 


^-1=^ 


i — z: 
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1.  God  bless  the  hearts  be-  fore  him  here,  And  bless  this  h on r  so  sweet; 

2.  While  seasons  swift-  ly  come  and    go,    And  tears  and  smiles  abound, 

3.  God  bless  to     us    his  precious  Word,  And  make  its  meaning  clear, 

4.  Now  voice  with  voice,  and  soul  with  soul   We  pray   to  meet  a-  gain, 


^ 


9 


-F — w- 
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t:=r:-i=P=t: 


j?z±=rz:fi=S=:bt==:;E 


God  bless  and  hold  us  each  most  dear    Un  -  til       a-  gain  we     meet. 
God  help    us   all    in  grace   to  grow.  With  love  eucompass'd  round. 
And   let  each  heart  a  -  new   be  stirr'd    To   worship    in    his      fear. 
While  loud  and  long  the  ech-  oes   roll,    And  sound  the  great  a  -  men. 


Erf 


■i^,- 
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m 
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m^ 


CHORUS.  ]^ot  too  fast 


As  now  we  part  God  bless  each  lieart,    His  grace  your  ev'ry  need  sup-  ply ; 

N      ^      I  each  heart,  ^      ,^      ^      ]        |  |._^  p, 
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supply; 


i 
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.N     ^ 
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-•-=!-« 


1^7- 
In  all  we  do,  God  keep  us  strong  and  true,  Dear  friends,  good-bye,  good-bye. 


1^^ 


r-J^i^rf^TJ: 


t=t 


tzztzztiit:: 


Coi^ricbC.  1808,  by  John  J.  Hood. 


Selegtions  or  Sgi^iptui^e, 


:isroi-  PSALM  XXIII. 

The  Lord  is  my  shepherd ;  I  shall  not  want. 

He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green  pastures :  he  leadeth  me  beside  the 
•^'ill  waters. 

He  restoreth  my  soul :  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  loi 
his  names  sake. 

Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will 
fear  no  evil :  for  thou  art  with  me  ;  thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me. 

Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies : 
thou  anointest  my  head  with  oil ;  my  cup  runneth  over. 

Surely  goodness  and  mercy  Shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life  ;  and 
I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for  ever. 

ISToS.  THE  BEATITUDES. 

Matt.  V :  3-12. 

Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit : 

For  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

Blessed  are  they  that  mourn  : 

For  they  shall  be  comforted. 

Blessed  are  the  meek  : 

For  they  shall  inherit  the  earth. 

Blessed  are  they  which  do  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness: 

For  they  shall  be  filled. 

Blessed  are  the  merciful : 

For  they  shall  obtain  mercy. 

Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart. 

For  they  shall  see  God. 

Blessed  are  the  peacemakers  : 

For  they  shall  be  called  the  children  of  God. 

Blessed  are  they  which  are  persecuted  for  righteousness'  sake : 

For  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

Blessed  are  ve,  when  men  shall  revile  you,  and  persecute  you,  and  shall 
say  all  manner  of  evil  against  you  falsely,  for  my  sake. 

Rejoice,  and  be  exceeding  glad :  for  great  is  your  reward  in  heaven  • 
for  so  persecuted  they  the  prophets  which  were  before  you. 
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:lto3.  the  ten  commandments. 

Exodus  XX, 
And  God  spake  all  these  words,  saying,  I  am  tlie  Lord  thy  God,  which 
have  brought  thee  out  of  the  land  of  Egypt,  out  of  the  house  of  bondage. 

FIRST. 

Thou  Shalt  have  no  other  gods  before  me. 

SECOND. 

Thou  Shalt  not  make  unto  thee  any  graven  image,  or  any  likeness  of 
any  thing  that  is  in  heaven  above,  or  that  is  in  the  earth  beneath,  or  that 
is  in  the  water  under  the  earth  :  Thou  shalt  not  bow  down  thyself  to  them, 
nor  serve  them :  for  I  the  Lord  thy  God  am  a  jealous  God,  visiting  the 
iniquity  of  the  fathers  upon  the  children  unto  the  third  and  fourth  genera- 
tions oif  them  tliat  hate  me  ;  And  shewing  mercy  unto  tliousands  of  them 
that  love  me,  and  keep  my  commandments. 

THIRD. 

Tliou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  vain,  for  the 
Lord  will  not  hold  him  guiltless  that  taketh  his  name  in  vain. 

FOURTH. 

Remember  the  sabbath-day,  to  keep  it  holy.  Six  days  shalt  tliou  labor, 
and  do  all  thy  work  ;  But  the  seventh  day  is  the  sabbath  of  the  Lord  thy 
God  :  in  it  thou  shalt  not  do  any  work,  thou,  nor  thy  son,  nor  thy  daughter, 
thy  man-servant,  nor  thy  maid-servant,  nor  thy  cattle,  nor  thy  stranger  that  is 
within  thy  gates :  For  in  six  days  the  Lord  made  heaven  and  earth,  the  sea, 
and  all  that  in  them  is,  and  rested  the  seventh  day :  wiierefore  the  Lord 
blessed  the  sabbath-day,  and  hallowed  it. 

FIFTH. 

Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother  ;  that  thy  days  may  be  long  upon  the 
land  which  the  Lord  thy  God  giveth  thee. 

SIXTH. 

Thou  shalt  not  kill. 

SEVENTH. 

Thou  shalt  not  commit  adultery. 

EIGHTH. 

Thou  shalt  not  steal. 

NINTH. 

Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness  against  thy  neighbor. 

TENTH. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's  house,  thou  shalt  not  covet  thy 
neighbor's  wife,  nor  liis  man  servant,  nor  his  maid-servant,  nor  his  ox,  noi 
his  ass,  nor  anything  that  is  thy  neighbor's. 

3>To^.  PSALM  I. 

Blessed  is  the  man  that  w^alketh  not  in  the  counsel  of  the  ungodly,  nor 
standeth  in  the  way  of  sinners,  nor  sitteth  in  the  seat  of  the  scornful. 

But  his  delight  is  in  the  law  of  the  Lord  ;  and  in  his  law  doth  he  med- 
itate day  and  night. 

And  he  shall  be  like  a  tree  planted  by  the  rivers  of  water,  that  bring- 
eth  forth  his  fruit  in  his  season ;  his  leaf  also  shall  not  wither  ;  and  what- 
soever he  doeth  shall  prosper. 

The  ungodly  are  not  so  :  but  are  like  the  chaff  which  the  wind  driveth 
away. 

Therefore  the  ungodly  shall  not  stand  in  the  judgment,  nor  sinners 
in  the  congregation  of  the  righteous. 

For  the  Lord  knoweth  the  w^ay  of  the  righteous  :  but  the  way  of  the 
ungodly  shall  perisli. 
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ItTo  S.  PSALM  C 

Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands. 

Serve  the  Lord  with  gladness ;  come  before  his  presence  with  singing. 

Know  ye  that  the  Lord  he  is  God  :  it  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and  not 
we  ourselves  :  we  are  his  people,  and  the  sheep  of  his  pasture. 

Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his  courts  with  praise  : 
be  thaukful  unto  him,  and  bless  his  name. 

For  the  Lord  is  good,  his  mercy  is  everlasting  ;  and  his  truth  endureth 
to  all  generations. 

n>To  e.  PRAISE. 

Praise  our  God,  all  ye  his  servants,  and  ye  that  fear  him,  both  small 
and  great. 

Both  young  men  and  maidens  ;  old  men  and  children  : 

liCt  them  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord ;  for  his  name  alone  is  excellent ; 
his  glory  is  above  the  earth  and  heaven. 

I^et  the  people  praise  thee,  O  God  ;  let  all  the  people  praise  thee. 

Let  us  come  before  his  presence  with  thanksgiving,  and  make  a  joyful 
noise  unto  him  with  psalms. 

I  will  bless  the  Lord  at  all  times  ;  his  praise  shall  continually  be  in  my 
mouth. 

While  I  live  will  I  praise  the  Lord  : 

I  will  sing  praises  unto  my  God  while  I  have  any  being. 

O  come  let  us  make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  God  of  our  salvation. 

O  Lord,  open  thou  my  lips :  and  my  mouth  shall  show  forth  thy  praise. 

IbTo  7.  PRAYER. 

The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  all  them  that  call  upon  him,  to  all  that  call  up- 
on him  in  truth. 

Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  he  may  be  found,  call  ye  upon  him  while  he  is  near. 

Then  shall  ye  call  upon  me,  and  ye  shall  go  and  pray  unto  me,  and  I 
will  hearken  unto  you. 

Evening  and  morning  and  at  noon  will  I  pray. 

Watch,  and  pray,  that  ye  enter  not  into  temptation. 

Pray  without  ceasing.     In  everythhig  give  thanks. 

Call  upon  me  in  the  day  of  trouble  :  I  will  deliver  thee. 

Let  us  therefore  come  boldly  unto  the  throne  of  grace,  that  we  may 
obtain  mercy,  and  find  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

And  whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  in  my  name,  that  will  I  do,  that  the  Fath- 
er may  be  glorified  in  the  Son. 

But  thou,  when  thou  prayest,  enter  into  thy  closet,  and  when  tliou  hast 
shut  thy  door,  pray  to  thy  Father  which  is  in  secret ;  and  thy  Father  which 
seeth  in  secret,  shall  reward  thee  openly. 

After  this  manner  therefore  pray  ye. 
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^To  S.  GOD'S  WORD. 

Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  unto  my  path. 

And  all  thy  children  shall  be  taught  of  the  Lord ;  and  great  shall,  be 
the  peace  of  thy  children. 

The  law  of  thy  mouth  is  better  unto  me  than  thousands  of  gold  and 
silver. 

How  sweet  are  thy  words  unto  my  taste  I  yea,  sweeter  than  honey  to 
my  mouth  I 

Show  me  thy  way,  O  Lord  ;  teach  me  thy  path. 

The  words  that  I  speak  unto  you,  they  are  spirit,  and  they  are  life. 

Open  thou  mine  eyes,  that  I  may  behold  wondrous  things  out  of  thy  law 

Thy  word  is  very  pure  ;  therefore  thy  servant  loveth  it. 

For  the  word  of  God  is  quick,  and  powerful,  and  sharper  than  anj 
two-edged  sword. 

And  take  the  helmet  of  salvation,  and  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  which 
Is  the  word  of  God. 

3Sro3-  GIVING. 

Freely  ye  have  received,  freely  give. 

For  God  loveth  a  cheerful  giver. 

Remember  the  words  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  how  he  said.  It  is  more  bless- 
ed to  give  than  to  receive. 

He  that  hath  pity  upon  the  poor  lendeth  to  the  Lord. 

The  liberal  soul  shall  be  made  fat :  and  he  that  watereth  shall  be  wa- 
tered  also  himself. 

If  there  be  first  a  willing  mind,  it  is  accepted  according  to  that  a  man 
hath,  and  not  according  to  that  he  hath  not. 

Give,  and  it  shall  be  given  unto  you  ;  good  measure,  pressed  down,  and 
shaken  together,  and  running  over,  shall  men  give  into  your  bosom. 

Of  every  man  that  giveth  it  willingly  with  his  heart  ye  shall  take  my 
offering. 

Honor  the  Lord  with  thy  substance,  and  with  the  first  fruits  of  all 
thine  increase. 

Blessed  is  he  that  considereth  the  poor  :  the  Lord  will  deliver  him  in 
time  of  trouble. 

2Sro  lO.  SALVATION. 

All  have  sinned,  and  come  short  of  the  glory  of  God  : 

The  soul  that  sinneth,  it  shall  die. 

Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved. 

Except  ye  be  converted,  and  become  as  little  children,  ye  shall  not 
enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

Behol  1  the  Lamb  of  God,  which  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world. 

Come  now,  and  let  us  reason  together,  saitli  the  Lord  :  though  your  sins 
be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow  ;  though  they  be  red  like  crim- 
son, they  shall  be  as  wool. 

And  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanseth  from  all  sin. 

For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that 
whosoever  believeth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life. 

Neither  is  there  salvation  in  any  other  :  for  there  is  none  other  name 
under  heaven  given  among  men,  whereby  w^e  must  be  saved. 

Whosoever  will,  let  him  take  of  the  water  of  life. 

That  whosoever  shall  call  upon  the  name  of  the  Lord,  shall  be  sayed. 
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3>Toll-  PROMISES. 

I  love  them  that  love  me,  and  those  that  seek  me  early  shall  find  ma 

Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy-laden,  and  I  will  give 
you  rest. 

Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother ;  that  thy  days  may  be  long  upon  the 
land  which  the  Lord  thy  God  giveth  thee. 

Lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of  the  world. 

In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions :  if  it  were  not  so,  I  would 
have  told' you.  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you.  And  if  I  go  and  prepare  a 
place  for  you.  I  will  come  again,  and  receive  you  unto  myself ;  that  where 
I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also. 

My  sheep  hear  my  voice,  and  I  know  them,  and  they  follow  me  :  And 
I  give  imto  tliem  eternal  life  ;  and  they  shall  never  perish,  neither  shall  any 
man  pluck  them  out  of  my  hand. 

To  him  that  overcometh  will  I  grant  to  sit  with  me  in  my  throne,  even 
as  1  also  overcame,  and  am  set  down  with  my  Father  in  his  throne. 

Ye  shall  seek  me,  and  find  me,  when  ye  shall  search  for  me  with  all 
your  heart. 

Even  the  youths  shall  faint  and  be  weary,  and  the  young  men  shall 
utterly  fall ;  but  they  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  renew  their  strength. 

A  new  heart  also  will  I  give  you,  and  a  new  spirit  will  I  put  within 
you  ;  and  I  will  take  away  the  stony  heart  out  of  your  flesh,  and  I  will  give 
you  an  heart  of  flesh. 

3>Tol2-  MISSIONS. 

And  he  said  unto  them.  Go  ye  into  all  the  world,  and  preach  the  gos- 
pel to  every  creature. 

And  how  shall  they  believe  in  him  of  wliom  they  have  not  heard  ?  and 
how  shall  they  hear  without  a  preacher  V  and  how  shall  they  preach,  except 
they  be  sent  ? 

Ask  of  me,  and  I  shall  give  thee  the  heathen  for  thine  inheritance,  and 
the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  for  thy  possession. 

Teaching  them  to  observe  all  things  whatsoever  T  have  commanded 
} ou  :  and,  lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of  the  world. 

And  this  gospel  of  the  kingdom  shall  be  preached  in  all  the  world  for 
a  witness  unto  all  nations  :  and  then  shall  the  end  come. 

Therefore  said  he  unto  them.  The  harvest  truly  is  great,  but  the 
laborers  are  few. 

The  field  is  the  world  :  the  good  seed  are  the  children  of  the  kingdom  . 

Pray  ye  therefore  the  Lord  of  the  harvest  that  he  will  send  forth 
laborers  into  his  harvest. 

He  that  goeth  forth  and  weepeth.  bearing  precious  seed,  shall  doubtless 
come  again  with  rejoicing,  bringing  his  sheaves  with  him. 

And  the  Gentiles  shall  come  to  thy  light,  and  kings  to  the  brightness 
of  thy  rising. 
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:]bTol3-  TEMPTATION. 

Your  adversary  the  devil,  as  a  roaring  lion  walketh  about,  seeking 
whom  he  may  devour. 

My  son,  if  sinners  entice  thee,  consent  thou  not. 

Enter  not  into  the  path  of  the  wicked,  and  go  not  in  the  way  of  evil 
men. 

And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil ; 

Watch  and  pray  that  ye  enter  not  into  temptation. 

Resist  the  devil  and  he  will  flee  from  you. 

The  Lord  knoweth  how  to  deliver  the  godly  out  of  temptations. 

I  pray  not  that  thou  shouldest  take  them  out  of  the  world,  but  that 
thou  shouldest  keep  them  from  the  evil. 

God  is  faithful,  who  will  not  suffer  you  to  be  tempted  above  that  ye 
are  able  ;  but  will  with  the  teniptation  also  make  a  way  to  escape. 

For  in  that  he  himself  hath  suffered  being  tempted,  he  is  able  to  succor 
them  that  are  tempted. 

Blessed  is  the  man  that  endureth  temptation  ;  for  when  he  is  tried,  h€ 
shall  receive  the  crown  of  life. 

3^Tol^.  TEMPERANCE. 

Wine  is  a  mocker. 
Strong  drink  is  raging ; 

And  whosoever  is  deceived  thereby  is  not  wise. 
He  that  loveth  pleasure  shall  be  a  i)oor  man  ; 
He  that  loveth  wine  and  oil  shall  not  be  rich. 
Be  not  among  wine-bibbers  ; 
Among  riotous  eaters  of  flesh. 

For  the  drunkard  and  the  glutton  shall  come  to  poverty ; 
AVho  hath  woe  V 
Who  hath  sorrow  ? 
Who  hath  contentions? 
Who  hath  babblings  ? 
Who  hath  wounds  without  cause  ? 
Who  hath  redness  of  eyes  ? 
They  that  tarry  long  at  the  wine ; 
They  that  go  to  seek  mixed  wine. 

liOok  not  thou  upon  the  wine  when  it  is  red,  when  it  giveth  his  color 
in  the  cup,  when  it  moveth  itself  aright. 

At  the  last  it  biteth  like  a  serpent,  and  stingeth  like  an  adder. 
Touch  not ;  taste  not ;  handle  not ; 

jS'ow  therefore  beware,  I  pray  thee,  and  drink  not  wine  nor  strong 
drink,  and  eat  not  any  unclean  thing. 

But  Daniel  purposed  in  his  heart  that  he  would  not  defile  himself  with 
the  portion  of  the  kings  meat,  nor  v/ith  the  wine  which  he  drank. 
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IbTO-   15.  THE  KINGDOM  OF  CHRIST. 


Ps.  Ixxii. 

Leader. — Give  the  king  thy  judgments,  O  God,  and  thy  righteousness 
unto  the  king's  son. 

School. — He  shall  judge  thy  people  with  righteousness  and  thy  po-r 
with  judgment. 

L.— The  mountains  shall  bring  peace  to  the  people,  and  the  little  hills, 
by  righteousness. 

S. — He  shall  judge  the  poor  of  the  people,  he  shall  save  the  children  of 
the  needy,  and  shall  break  in  pieces  the  oppressor. 

L. — They  shall  fear  thee  as  long  as  the  sun  and  moon  endure,  throughout 
all  generations. 

S. — He  shall  come  down  like  rain  upon  the  mown  grass :  as  showers 
that  water  the  earth. 

L. — In  his  days  shall  the  righteous  flourish  ;  and  abundance  of  peace  so 
long  as  the  moon  endureth. 

S. — He  shall  have  dominion  also  from  sea  so  sea,  and  from  the  river  unto 
the  ends  of  the  earth. 

L.— They  that  dwell  in  the  wilderness  shall  bow  before  him  ;  and  his 
enemies  shall  lick  the  dust. 

S. — The  kings  of  Tarshish  and  of  the  isles  shall  bring  presents:  the 
kmgs  of  Sheba  and  Seba  shall  offer  gifts. 

L. — Yea,  all  kings  shall  fall  dovra  before  him:  all  nations  shall  serve 
him. 

S. — ^For  he  shall  deliver  the  needy  when  he  crieth  ;  the  poor  also,  and 
him  that  hath  no  helper. 

L. — He  shall  spare  the  poor  and  needy,  and  shall  save  the  souls  of  the 
needy. 

S. — He  shall  redeem  their  soul  from  deceit  and  violence :  and  precious 
shall  their  blood  be  in  his  sight. 

L. — And  he  shall  live,  and  to  him  shall  be  given  of  the  gold  of  Sheba : 
prayer  also  shall  be  made  for  him  continually  ;  and  daily  shall  he 
be  praised. 

S. — There  shall  be  an  handful  of  corn  in  the  earth  up^Mi  the  top  of  the 
mountains ;  the  fruit  thereof  shall  shake  like  Lebanon  :  and  they 
of  the  city  shall  flourish  like  grass  of  the  earth. 

L. — His  name  shall  endure  forever  :  his  name  shall  be  continued  as  long 
as  the  sun  :  and  men  shall  be  blessed  in  him  :  all  nations  shall  call 
him  blessed. 

S. — Blessed  be  the  Lord  God,  the  Q^od  of  Israel,  who  only  doeth  won- 
drous things. 

All. — And  blessed  be  his  glorious  name  for  ever  :  and  let  the  whole 
earth  be  filled  with  his  glorv  ;  Amen,  and  Amen. 
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NEW    LIVING   HYMNS. 
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Do  your  best,  144 C  E 

Do  your  best  while  life's,  12. . .  .S  E 

Do  you  slumber  in  your,  66 W  V 

Draw  me  Nearer,  261 CO 

E 

Ere  another  Sabbath  close,  379,  C  G 


Face  to  Face  with  Christ,  17 J  E 

Fade,  fade  each  earthly  joy,  262,  S  A 

Father,  a  weary  heart,  421 R  P 

Father.  I  know  that  all,  438 FC 

l^ill  to  Overflowing,  110 CO 

Fling  out  the  banner,  297 W  V 

For  all  the  saints,  69 W  R 

P^orever  with  the  Lord,  419 RE 

Forth  in  the  dawnlight,  172 WO 

From  every  stormy  wind,  309.. RE 
From  Greenland's  icy,  300 MI 


G 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and,  374 P  Y 

Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently,  268... RN 
Gifts  we  bring  to  our  King,  223. P  Y 

Gloria  Patri,  117 W  R 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are,  210,  S  C 

Glorious  Victory,  30 WV 

Glory,  glory,  God  is  our,  119 PA 

God  bless  our  native,  256 P  T 

God  bless  our  native  land,  256.. PT 
God  bless  the  hearts  before,  469,  C  G 

God  Calling  Yet,  304 R  P 

God  has  opened  all  the,  198 EN 

God's  Holy  Name,  43 P  Y 

God's  Wondrous  Love,  114 L  0 

Go  forth  at  Christ's  com-,  18... SE 
Go  forth,  go  forth  for  Jesus,  39.  .S  E 

Go,  labor  on,  294 WO 

Go.  look  away  to  Calvary.  129.  ..IN 

Grace!  'tis  a  charming,  336 G  R 

Gracious  spirit,  love  divine,  376,  H  S 
Great  is  the  Lord  our  God,  22'4.  .A  N 
Great  Jehovah,  we  adore,  356.  ..DO 
Guide  me,  0  thou  great  Je-,  380,  G  U 


Hallelujah!  Grace  is  Free,  36.. 
Hallelujah!  Hallelujah!  O,  70.. 
Happy  children  we  to  sing,  171. 

Happy  little  Daisy,  139 

Hark,  hark,  my  soul,  216 

Hark,  hark,  the  trumpet,  50. . . . 
Hark,  my  soul,  it  is  the,  362.. 
Hark,  ten  thousand  harps,  318. 

Hark  the  glad  sound,  345 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious,  341. 
Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise,  377, 
Hear  the  Words  of  Jesus,  56 . . 

He  Careth  for  Me,  63 

He  is  mine,  I  am  his,  158 

Helped  by  helping  others.  145. 
He  that  goeth  forth  with,  355. . 

Higher  Ground,  10 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  di-,  378. 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  274 

Holy,  holy  is  what  the  an-,  42. 
How  blest  the  man  whose,  416, 
How  blest  the  righteous,  286.. 
How  do  thy  mercies  close,  311. 
How  favored,  ye  people,  315... 

How  firm  a  foundation,  357 

How  gentle  God's  com-,  444... 
How  happy  is  the  youth.  398. . . 
How  many  sad  partings,  85... 
How  oft,  alas!  this  wret-,  402. 
How  oft  as  you  journey,  48... 
How  sweet  and  awful  is.  401.. 
How  sweet  the  name  of  Je-,  447 
Ho,  ye  needy,  come  and,  381. . . 
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Had  we  only  sunshine,  34 P  N 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed.  301,  J  E 


am  coming  to  the  cross,  465.. RP 

am  safe  in  the  Rock,  81 S  A 

am  sheltered  in  thee,  81 SA 

am  thine,  O  Lord,  261 A  R 

could  not  do  without  thee,  459,  G  R 
f  clouds  blot  out  the  sun,  144.  .S  E 
f  I  could  only  tell,  him  as.  93.  .G  O 
f  o'er  thy  way  dark  clouds.  77,  R  N 
f  our  Lord  should  come  to-,  99.  S  C 

Glory  in  the  Cross  of.  183 F  U 

hear  a  song  of  jubilee.  36. .  .  .G  R 
heard  the  voice  of  .Je-,  283.  429,  R  P 
heard  the  voice  of  Jesus,  213.  .A  N 

know  he's  mine.  101 A  R 

know  that  my  Redeemer.  350,  R  S 
know  that  my  Redeemer,  86,  R  S 

lay  my  sins  on  Jesus.  458 AT 

learned  it  in  the  Bible.  190 P  Y 

'11  go  where  you  want  me,  132.  C  O 

'11  live  for  Him.  263 W  R 

'11  trust  in  God,  19 T  R 

love  the  happy,  happy.  205.  . .  .P  Y 
love  the  Lord,  64 PS 
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I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord,  335.  .C  H 
I  love  to  steal  awhile  away,  436,  Q  H 

I'm  a  little  daisy,  139 N  A 

I'm  pressing  on  the  upward,  10,  A  S 
I'm  thinking  just  now  of  a,  87.  .H  E 

I  must  tell  Jesus,  137 PR 

I'm  washed  in  the  blood,  33.... SN 

I  need  thee  every  hour,  91 J  E 

In  God's  Own  Time,  77 R  N 

In  that  city,  71 HE 

In  that  glorious  morning,  136.. FU 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I,  405 J  E 

In  the  hour  of  trial,  460 S  A 

In  the  Light,  153 CE 

I  shall  be  Like  Him,  25 J  E 

I  shall  lay  the  cross  aside,  74.. FU 
Is  thy  heart  with  sorrow,  151.  ..PR 

It  comes  to  me  ever,  63 S  A 

I  thirst,  thou  wounded,  289 QH 

It  may  not  be  on  the  moun-,  132,  C  O 
I  trust  thee,  blessed  Saviour,  15,  T  R 

It  was  so  little.  26 S  E 

I've  found  a  Friend,  239 J  E 

I  waited  for  the  Lord,  my,  411.. PS 
I  vvas  a  wandering  sheep,  417. .  .G  R 

I  was  poorer  than  all.  150 T  R 

I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes,  227.... CT 
I  Will  not  Let  Thee  Go,  178 J  E 


Jerusalem,  my  happy  home,  430,  H  E 
Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever,  206,312,  S  T 

Jesus  calls  us  o'er  the,  259 OP 

Jesus,  engrave  it  on  my,  278. . .  .J  E 
Jesus,  I  love  thy  charming.  369.  .J  E 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have,  267 CO 

Jesus  is  come,  75 C  S 

Jesus  is  mine,  262 FA 

Jesus  is  my  Joy  and  Sun-,  123.  .H  S 

Jesus  is  Passing  By,  62 IN 

Jesus  Leads.  192 G  U 

Jesus  Leads  to  Victory,  220 WV 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul,  386.... RE 
Jesus,  my  Saviour,  look  on.  291,  J  E 
Jesus,  my  strength,  Qiy,  418....  A  R 
Jesus  of  Nazareth  passed  my,  8.  .1  N 
Jesus  promised  me  a  home.  189,  H  E 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me,  95 G  U 

Jesus  shall  reign  where-,  305... MI 
Jesus!  the  name  high  over.  348.  JE 
Jesus,  the  very  thought  of,  413,  J  E 
Jesus,  who  knows  full  well.  423,  PR 
Jesus  would  be  so  sorry,  199... PY 

Joy  and  Sunshine,  123 JO 

Joyful  Praises.  142 AN 

Joy  to  the  World,  the  Lord.  346.  C  S 
Just  as  I  am,  I  come  to  thee,  27,  C  O 
Just  as  I  am,  without  one,  269,  R  P 


Just  one  Touch,  164 J  E 

Just  over  beyond  in  Eden,  87. .  .H  E 
Just  over  the  ocean,  134 HE 


Keep  close  to  Jesus,  252 S  A 

Keep  on  the  Sunny  Side,  28 H  S 

Keep  thy  heart  with  earn-,  97,  W  F 


Lamp  of  my  feet,  126 B  I 

Lead,  Kindly  Light,  463 GU 

Lead  me.  Saviour,  249 G  U 

Lead  us.  Saviour,  47 G  U 

Lend  a  Hand,  124 S  E 

Let  the  Gospel  Light  Shine,  72.  G  O 

Let  thy  peace  flow  as  a,  151 T  R 

Let  us  Arise,  66 W  V 

het  us  come  with  praise,  236.  ...CD 
Let  us  walk  in  the  light,  153.  ...LI 
Life  has  its  changeful  sea-,  201.  .J  U 

Lift  the  Glorious  Banner,  68 CD 

Light  of  Light,  enlighten,  296. .  .S  B 

Like  a  shepherd,  tender,  192 J  E 

Listen  to  the  Bells,  205 C  S 

List  to  the  story,  245 IN 

Little  Soldiers  of  Jesus,  170 P  Y 

Look  well  to  your  cables.  89. . .  .H  E 
Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy.  321.  .C  G 
Lord,  God,  the  Holy  Ghost  330,  H  S 
Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely,  288.. CO 
Lord  Jesus,  m^ake  me  whole,  152,  A  S 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray,  333,  P  R 

Lo!  'round  the  throne  a,  306 HE 

Lost,  lost  on  the  mountain,  349,  E  N 

Lo!  the  day  of  rest  de-,  319 CG 

Lo!  the  stone  is  rolled  a-,  364,  RR 

Love  and  Sunshine,  175 C  E 

Love  divine,  all  love  excell-,  45,  L  O 
Loyalty  unto  Christ,  6 CE 

M 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  en-,  127,  J  E 
Make  some  other  heart  re-,  13.. SE 
Make  the  moments  count  for,  67,  S  E 

Many  in  darkness  are  far,  22 S  E 

Many  Souls  are  Sinking,  124 S  E 

Marching  on,  marching  on,  220,  W  V 

Marching  to  Zion,  299 HP 

May  the  grace  of  Chr-,  323,  383,  BE 

More  love  to  thee,  225 AN 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross,  310.  .C  O 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee,  255 PT 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee,  462.. FA 

My  God,  how  endless,  359 F  C 

My  gracious  Lord!  I  own,  314.. CO 
My  heart  to-day  with  joy,  183.  .C  E 
My  hope  is  built  on  noth-,  358..  S  A 
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My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt,  273 

My  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  125 

My  life,  my  love  I  give  to,  263. 

My  Living  Redeemer,  51 

My  many  sins  are  all  for-,  39. . 
My  Saviour  First  of  All,  154. . . 
My  sins  are  taken  all  away,  21, 
My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard,  428. . 
My  soul  in  sad  exile  was,  251. . , 
My  soul,  repeat  his  praise,  422. 
My  times  are  in  thy  hand,  440. . 

N 
Nature's  Glad  Voices  are,  174, 
Nay,  I  will  not  let  thee  go,  178. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  121. . . 

No,  Not  One,  133 

No  scenes  of  mirth  upon,  112. . 
Not  a  cloud  to  hide  our  sky,  155, 
Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts,  426, 

Not  ashamed  of  Jesus,  206 

Not  what  I  feel  or  do,  442 

Not  with  divided  Heart,  16 

Now  be  the  gospel  banner,  326, 
Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble,  307. . , 
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O  beautiful  home  of  the,  90... 

O  bless  the  Lord  what,  169 

O  church  of  God,  arise,  104 

O  could  1  speak  the  match-,  367, 
O  day  of  rest  and  gladness,  325. 
O'er  all  the  way  green.  208. . . . 
O'er  death's  sea,  in  yon-,  71... 
Of  him,  who  did  salvation,  454. 
O  for  a  closer  walk  with,  415. . 
O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my,  399 
O  for  a  thousand  tongues,  344.- 
Of  thy  love,  some  gracious,  410. 
O  God.  our  help  in  ages.  403.. 

Oh  for  the  peace  that.  271 

Oh,  that  the  Lord  would,  448.. 
Oh,  the  best  friend  to  have,  196, 
Oh,  the  joy  that  we  may,  188. . 
Oh,  the  world  has  need  of,  78. . 
Oh,  what  a  Saviour  in  Je-,  51. 

O  idler,  w^hy  loiter,  40 

O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing,  61. 
O  land  of  rest,  for  thee  L  257. . 
O  Lord,  thy  perfect  word,  441. 
O  love  divine,  how^  sweet,  366.. 
O  love  unmeasured,  vast,  114.. 
Once  my  eyes  saw  nothing,  29. 

One  had  Wandered.  202 

One  more  day  its  twilight,  242. 
One  more  day's  work  for.  243. 

One  Sweet  Hour,  32 

One  there  is  above  all  oth-,  384 
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On  for  Jesus,  92 

Only  once  you  pass  this. 

Only  Trust  Him,  23 

On  the  brow  of  night,  207 

On  the  mountain's  top  ap-,  382, 

On  the  Victory  Side,  38 

On  the  Way,  169 

On  to  Victory,  50 

Onward,  Christian  Sol-,  352 

On  which  side  will  you  be,  98.. 
O  Paradise,  O  Paradise,  467... 
O  praise  the  Lord,  when,  131. , . 
O  that  my  load  of  sin  were,  2o7, 
O  thou,  to  whose  all-sear-,  280, 
Our  Fatherland,  thy  name,  82. 
Our  Father  who  art  in,  400 . . . 
Our  Redeemer  died  to  save,  106 
Our  souls  cry  out,  halle-,  38. . . 
Our  waiting  eyes  are  unto,  140. 
O  what  everlasting  mercy,  110. 
O  why  stand  ye  idle,  40 
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Parting  Hymn,  203 

Pass  me  not,  O  gentle  S, 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  406 

People  of  the  living  God,  388.. 

Perfect  Rest,  147 

Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark-,  449, 
Praise  Him,  0  praise  Him,  234, 

Praise,  joyful  praise,  142 

Praise  the  Lord,  who  made,  161, 
Praise  the  name  of  Christ,  168. 

Praise  ye  Jehovah.  228 

Prayer  is  the  Key.  197 

Pushed  and  pressed  by  the,  164, 
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Reapers  are  needed. 

Refresh  me  now,  59 

Rejoice,  Rejoice,  awake  fr,  166, 
Rejoice,  rejoice,  the  wil-.  180.. 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch,  342, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me,  275, 

S 

Safely  through  another  w,  340,  S  B 

Salvation!  O  the  joyful,  392 SN 

Salvation's  River,  244 S  N 

Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear,  203,  C  G 
Saviour,  hear  me  while,  138.... CN 

Saviour,  lead  me.  lest,  249 G  U 

Saviour,  like  a  shepherd.  266... GU 
Saviour,  often  I  am  tempt-,  59,  A  R 
Saviour!  visit  thy  planta-,  322.  .F  M 
Scattering  precious  seed,  107.  ..WO 
See  Israel's  gentle  Shep-,  437.. CN 
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Send  out  the  Sunlight,  11 S  E 


Shall  I  turn  back,  349 

Sing  unto  God  with  glad-,  116. . 
Sinner,  hear  the  voice  of,  230. . , 
Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus,  452, 
Softly  and  tenderly  Jesus  is,  247, 
So  let  our  lips  and  lives  ex-,  455, 
Some  glad  Day.  74 
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Some  of  these  Days,  76 EN 

Something  more  of  Jesus,  103..  J  E 

Soon  may  the  last  glad.  308 MI 

So^'  in  the  morn  thy  seed,  445.  .S  E 

Speak  to  my  Soul.  165 AS 

Standing  in  the  market  pi,  162.  .S  E 
Standing  like  a  lighthouse,  72, .  .L  I 
Standing  on  the  promise,  250. .  .P  M 
Stand  up  and  bless  the  L,  337.  .W  R 
Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je-,  328.  .S  T 
Step  into  the  Waters  of  Love.  57,  I  N 
Sun  of  my  soul,  thou  Sav-.,  276. E  V 
Sunset  and  evening  star,  141... HO 

Sunshine  and  Rain,  34 T  L 

Sunshine  as  you  go.  78 S  E 

Sunshine  in  the  Soul,  184 JO 

Sweeter  than  All,  65 G  R 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  260 PR 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  277,  S  B 
Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in,  385,  Q  H 


Take  the  World  for  Jesus,  54.. 

Take  your  place  in  the,  100 

Tarry  with  me,  0  my  Sav-,  354, 
Tell  his  Goodness  O'er  and,  53, 
Tell  it  to  others,  the  story,  182'. 
Tell  me  the  story  of  Jesus,  246, 

Tell  the  blessed  story,  106 

The  army  of  the  Lord,  193 

The  Beautiful,  Beautiful,  31... 

The  Beautiful  Land,  108 

The  beautiful  sunshine  is,  160. 
The  Best  Friend  is  Jesus,  196. . 
The  Blissful  Somewhere,  136.. 
The  coming  of  the  King,  180. . . 
The  Cross  that  he  gave  is,  186. . 
The  day  is  past  and  gone,  332. 
The  Day  Star  hath  arisen,  201 
The  earth  was  filled  with.  79.. 
The  fountain  of  healing  is,  57.. 
The  Glad  Home  Gathering.  128, 

The  Golden  Key.  197 

The  Gracious  Redeemer,  119. . . 
The  great  Physician  now  is,  270, 

The  Happy  Song.  188 

The  harvest  ;vill  come  by,  96.. 

The  Haven  of  Rest,  251 

The  Heavenly  Summerland,  52, 
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The  King  of  Love  my  Shep-,  434,  P  S 

The  knock  of  the  nail,  187 IN 

The  Light  of  the  Soul  is  Je-,  20,  J  E 
The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  9,  143,  F  C 
The  Lord  Jehovah  unto  all,  404,  F  C 

The  Lord  knoweth  the,  94 G  U 

The  Lord's  Prayer,  400 PR 

I  The  Master's  Work,  102 WO 

:  The  morning  light  is,  327 MI 

The  Mountain-path  is  rough,  94,  G  U 

The  Palms,  208 E  A 

The  Penitent's  Plea,  138 R  P 

The  Quiet  Hour,  41 Q  H 

There  came  to  my  heart,  58 GO 

There  is  a  fountain  filled,  316. .  .A  T 

There  is  a  happy  land,  2'58 HE 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  de-,  431,  H  E 
There  is  an  hour  of  peace-,  412,  H  E 

There  is  Comfort  in  the,  156 C  R 

There  is  singing  up  in  heav-,  42,  H  E 
There's  a  city  bright  and,  198.. HE 
There's  a  dark  and  a  trou-,  28.. JO 
There's  a  great  day  coming,  179,  J  U 
There's  a  place  in  heaven,  189.. FU 
There's  a  song  I  love  to  sing.  46,  J  O 
There's  a  veil  that  hangs.  60... GU 
There's  a  wideness  in  God's,  254,  F  C 

There's  not  a  friend  like,  133 J  E 

There's  one  above  all  earth-,  101.  J  E 
There's  one  command  I've,  43. .  .P  Y 

There's  sunshine  in  my,  184 H  S 

There  were  ninety  and  nine,  202,  S  N 
The  Royal  Banner  of  the.  173.  .W  V 

The  sands  of  time  are,  298 HE 

The  Saviour  calls,  let  every,  450,  I  N 

The  Silver  Star.  207 C  S 

The  Snow  Prayer,  190 PR 

The  Solid  Rock.  358 T  R 

The  Song  I  Love  to  Sing,  46 JO 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth.  464,  W  V 
The  Spacious  Firmament,  176.  ..PA 

The  Voice  of  the  Spirit,  24 H  S 

The  Words  of  Jesus,  56 B  I 

They  Brought  their  Gifts,  35. .  .E  N 

Thine  earthly  Sabbaths.  457 PE 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord,  395... SB 
Thou  thinkest.  Lord,  of  me,  264,  F  C 
Through  all  the  changing.  394.. PS 
Time  is  winging  us  away,  343 . .  F  U 

'Tis  a  good  work,  grand,  73 S  E 

'Tis  Midnight,  and  on.  419 CM 

To  Father.  Son  and  Holy,  393. .  .D  O 

To  God  be  the  glory,  233 PA 

To  God,  the  Father,  339,  457. . .  .D  0 

To  his  name  be  glory,  161 PA 

To  us  a  child  of  hope  is,  391 C  S 

Transformation.  2'9 S  N 

Trusting  Thee  Ever,  15 T  R 


350 


INDEX. 


Upon  the  Rock,  the  solid,  200..  A  R 
Use  me,  O  my  gracious,  157 S  E 


Victory,  Victory,  glorious,  30.. WV 

W 

Waiting  for  the  Promise,  14 P  M 

Wait,  my  soul,  upon  the,  365... CR 

Wait  on  the  Lord,  wait,  1 EN 

Wake,  listening  skies,  and,  75. .  .C  S 
Walking  and  talking  with,  148.  .Q  H 
Walking  in  the  way  with,  185. .  .C  E 
Watchman,  tell  us  of  the,  387. .  .E  N 

We  are  Almost  Home,  134 F  U 

We  are  marching,  march-,  170.  W  V 
Weary  child,  thy  sins  for-,  84. .  ,1  N 
Weary  souls  in  darkness,  147... IN 
We  have  come  to  worship,  324. WR 
We  have  heard  of  a  land,  108  ...HE 
Welcome,  happy  morning,  248..  E  A 

Welcome,  sweet  day  of,  424 W  R 

Welcome,  Sweet  Spirit  of,  80... AS 

We'll  all  meet  at  home,  85 F  U 

We'll  meet  them,  90 F  U 

We'll  Work  Till  Jesus,  257 WO 

We  plough  the  fields,  241 T  H 

We  shall  cross  the  mystic,  120.  .F  U 
We  will  sing  and  make  a,  130.  ..PA 

We  would  see  Jesus,  272 J  E 

What  a  friend  we  have  in,  253.  .J  E 

What  glory  gilds  the,  390 B  I 

What  seed  are  you  sowing,  96 . .  H  E 


What  sinners  value  I  re-,  303.. RN 
When  all  thy  mercies,  O,  439... FC 

When  Christ  arose,  79 E  A 

When  Christ  is  in  the  heart,  112,  O  P 
When  from  the  scenes  of,  113 . .  H  E 
When  his  salvation  bring-,  329.  .J  U 

When  I'm  grieving  o'er,  156 GU 

When  I  shall  reach  the,  25 HE 

When  I  survey  the  won-,  293.  ..CO 
When  morning  gilds  the,  433... PS 

When  my  life  work  is,  154 FU 

When  my  soul  is  op-,  31 HE 

When  Our  Ships  come,  194 HE 

When  the  pendulum  of,  98 J  U 

When  the  worn  spirit,  409 SB 

When  we  reach  our  home,  155.  .F  U 

When  you  start  for  the,  252 T  R 

While  in  different  paths,  453... CG 

While  Jesus  whispers  to,  115 IN 

While  life  prolongs  its,  290 F  U 

While  walking  in  the  way,  185.  .FE 
Whilst  thee  I  seek,  pro-,  432... QH 

Who  will  Join  Us,  37 R  D 

Will  you  be  There,  44 IN 

With  Jesus,  113 J  E 

Work,  for  the  night  is,  159 WO 

Working,  Watching,  Pray-,  39.. SE 
Would  you  know  earth's,  13. . .  .S  E 


Yes,  for  me,  for  me  he,  353 FC 
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Anniversary  AY 

Anthem  AN 

ASPIRATION   AS 

ASSURANCE    AR 

ATONEMENT AT 

BENEDICTION    BE 

Bible    BI 

Chant  CT 

Children C  N 

Children's  Day CD 

Christian  Endeavor.. CE 

Christmas  CS 

Church  CH 

Closing  CG 

Comfort  CR 

Communion CM 

Consecration CO 

Decision  Day DD 

DOXOLOGY DO 

Easter  E  A 

Encouragement EN 

Evening  EV 

Faith  FA 

Father's  Care FC 


Fellowship  FE 

Funeral  f  L 

Future   f U 

Gospel  GO 

Grace  g  R 

Guidance G  U 

Happiness  HS 

Harvest  HA 

Heaven  HE 

Holy  Spirit HS 

HOPE   HP 

Invitation  IN 

Jesus  Christ J  E 

Joy  JO 

Judgment   JU 

Light   LI 

Love  L  0 

Missionary  MI 

Nature  NA 

New  Year N  E 

Opening OP 

Patriotic  P  T 

Peace  PE 

Praise  PA 
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Prayer   PR 

Primary  PY 

Promise pm 

Psalm p  s 

Purity  pu 

Quiet  Hour Q  H 

Resignation  RN 

Repentance R  p 

Resurrection  R  R 

Reward rd 

Sabbath  SB 

Safety   s  A 

Salvation   SN 

Second  Coming S  C 

Service    SE 

Steadfastness  ST 

Thanksgiving  TH 

Trials  T  L 

Trust t  R 

Warfare  and  Victory.  W  v 

Warning  WA 

Watchfulness  WF 

Work  wo 

Worship WR 
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